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MOUNT CAB URN': 



POEM. 

P>ETS, who mean to foar no common height. 
From fome aj^iring moimtun take their flight. 
Each riiing ftep prefents a fcene that's new; 
And fancy ftill enlarges like the view. 
When Cooper's Hill receiv'd the tuneful throng. 
Sublime as was their flation, was their fong. 
Me never fhall the Mufes tempt fix)m home, 
O'er Haemus» or o'er Pindus top to roam; 
My native Mount affords me more delight, 
SurpafKng thofe in beauty as in height: 

* A' bill, pott of the South Downs near Lewes in Suflex, from which there is a 
fefy extended profpe^t. 

B 3 And, 



4 MOUNT CABURN: 

And, were my powVs but equal to my will, 
Pamafliis ihould not be a nobler hill. 



From this proud eminence the ravifh'd eye 
Sees Earth with Heav'n, and Heav'n with Ocean vie. 
To form a fecond Eden. Nature's face 
Wrinkled appears, but yet with youthful grace. 
Hills, finiling, court the iky; the vales below. 
As with their flreams, with plenty overflow: 
Beauty and plenty, dancing hand in hand. 
At once confpire to deck and blefs the land. 
Beneath me, all around the happy foil, 
I fee a thoufand fturdy mowers toil ; 
Each feems, fix)m hence, fmall as the lab'ring ant. 
And, like him too, provides for winter's want. 
With bellowing herds the neighb'ring mountains ring: 
Com ftands fo thick, the vales and peafants fing. 
When autumn turns the rip'ning ear to gold, 
Gath'ring their ftore, the niftic tribe, behold. 
Swarm through the liiltry fields : the grateful land 
Anfwers the reaper's wifh, and fills his hand. 
But eam'd by labour, he defpifes gain, 
When he looks up, and fpies the happier fwain 

Stretch'd 



A POEM. 

Stretch'd on the momitain top (the common fate 

To envy men of more exalted ftate) ; 

To thofe beneatih, whom care and toil deprefs, 

He feems a god in height and happinefs : 

Above the clouds appear his fleecy care, 

And, with the ram, coeleftial honours fhare. 

Thrice happy mountains ! which no outward ftorm, 

Or foul eruptions from within, deform. . 

No rocks, like rags in poverty, they wear, 

But a rich verdant mantle through the year. 

Where moft irregular, they pleafe us mofl. 

As forms in gracefiil negligence when loft. 

No refuge yield to bird, or beaft, of prey j 

Safe o'er them flocks, with fwains as harmlefs, flray. 

The flocks fo numerous, which they fuflain. 

They cloath the mountain firft, and then the fwain. 

Here, Britain, view thy native wealth, the fleece; 

As rich as that which Jafon brought to Greece : 

This as much fought for now as that of old ; 

And, though not gold itfelf, produces gold» 

But now, my Mufe, conducted by my light, 
Down to the wild * directs her airy flight. 



• The low indofed country. 

Where 
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Where earth, the emblem of her mafl;er's fete, 
Both in his happy and his fallen ilate. 
Naked, like innocence, here views the light. 
Like confcious guilt, there veils herfelf fix)m fight. 
Nought we can here admire, or firft, or moft, 
But in the gay variety are loft. 
Nature and art, uniting, yet at odds. 
Together blend the works of men and gods. 
Houfes and trees, and towns and forefts, vie 
Which mofl Ihall charm, and moft retard the eye. 
The heath in red, the meadow clad in green. 
And filver ftream, diverfify the fcene.' 
Temples their founders pietjr proclaim ; 
And caftles fpeak their impious thirft of feme. 
Here Ceres promifes a full increafe, 
Pleas'd in a land of liberty and peace : 
Sylvanus, there, tempts to his clofe retreat, 
Shelter'd from wintry ftorms, and fummer's heat. 

This fcene how difTrent in its priftine ftate I 
(What fame reports well may the Mufe relate) 
All was one wide inhofpitable wafte * ; 
Uncouth and horrid, defart and rmtrac'd ; 

* Suppofed formerly to have been part of the foreft of Anderida. Vide Camden 
in Saflex. 

Hid, 



A POEM. 

Hid, by rough thickets, from the face of day ; 
The folitary realm of beafts of prey : 
After the weaker kinds the foxes ran, 
Themfelves not yet purfu'd by craftier man : 
The wolf, fii^cfc banifli'd, rul'd with lawlefe might. 
And, howling, added horror to the night 
'Till man at length their fecret haunts explor'd, 
And taught the favage race to know their lord. 
Then Induftry, Earth's handmaid, threw apart 
Her rude attire, and drefs'd her charms with art : 
From fecond Chaos order did produce 
From ufelefs things things of the nobleft ufe. 

Her bufy hands firft from the cavern tore 
The ru^ed ore *, for ages hid before. 
This Vulcan purges, and the Cyclop's care 
Forms into implements of peace and war. 
As doth one bufh the rofe and thorn afford. 
So the fame mine the plough-fhare and the fword. 
Britons may reft fecure from all alarms, 
Whilft native valtjur here finds native arms. 
Gifts, fuited to each people, nature gave. 
Gold to the vain, and iron to the brave : 

* There are many iron works in this part of the country. 
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Such metals are the treafure of our foil 
As guard our perfons, not our morals fpoil. 

Nor, mifer-like, doth Earth her wealth intomb ; 
Her furfece is more fruitful than her womb. 
Here flands the oak *, which long hath time defy'd ; 
The work of ages, and the foreft's pride : 
The nobleft of his fons, and moll his care. 
Doth o'er the reft his leafy honours wear : 
We fee in him, fo proud, fo ftrong, fo high, 
An earth-bom giant that invades the Iky : 
His top, amidft the tempeft's fell debate. 
Like fortune waves ; his trunk as fix'd as fate. 
In his great grandiire's fhades did Druids dwell : 
His grandfire with the Roman empire feU : 
Himfelf a fapling, when his father bore 
Vi(5lorious Henry to the Celtic ihore. 
Here, like a friend and guardian, doth he ftand, 
At firft to grace, and then protecS: the land : 
For, when fate fummons from the long-known wood. 
With honour he defcends into the flood ; 
Bears Britain's warlike youth the globe around, 
And brings them back with wealth or glory crown'd. 

* The growth of this country is the moft efteemed for the ufe of the navj. 
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But here my fency doth my view prevent, 
Firft launching on that azure element, 
Which feems, from hence, to the miflaken eye, 
Part of a brighter cloud, or darker fky. 
Stupendous cliffs, whofe heads Olympus greet. 
Frown on its waves, which humbly bathe their feet. 
Albion, high raised, looks Kke the fov*reign king; 
To whom the feas homage and tribute bring ; 
The feas, which cut him from the continent. 
His botmd, his empire, guard and ornament. 
Divided from the world, united ftand 
Within thyfelf, thrice potent happy land : 
To hell drive party rage, and fa<Stion foul ; 
As one compa<fted body, be one foul. 

If Fame Q)eak truth, ere mighty Julius came, 
Or MAed Brute, or Britain, had a name. 
Here a high chalky ifthmus* paffage lent 
From this our world into the continent. 
Over this bridge, from Gallia, did repair 
All that from Eafrem cHmes iirft harbour'd there : 

* Vide Camden, in Kent; &yerftegan, cap. 4. 

C Man, 
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Man, with a num'iTDUS train of ev'ry birth, 

That ftately walks, or lowty cre^ the ear(^< 

They come ; but nev6r to return agAih j 

For foon the poteht rttler of the maia, 

Indignant longer ftic'h ¥eftraifiit to bfejff, 

Or round cold Oifeney*s coaft to driv6 his caiv 

With his huge trident cleft the Haaily pile. 

And in his arms embrac'd his favVite ifle : 

Gave her to f^le ^e de6{>, as for a* flow 

His briny waves, or ahgr^r ^iftds can blow. 

And now her dreaded fleets, At her ooittmand, 

Herfelf accefelefs, viiit evVy fend ; 

To ev'ry nation iftSike her presets Icnol^m, 

And all the produA of this \<rorld her owti. 

Not greater treafure Ocean's bofom hides. 

Than in h^ teffels o*er its furfece ghdes. 

Here have I fecHy wfieft Difcord Euirope r6iit» 

(Bellona raging dn each eterticnt) 

So many ihips, teeUE^ng witii foreign ftores, 

Steering their courfe unto Attgufta*s fhores, 

As hid the Kquid plain : tia 4^^tt view 

Their mails appear like woods, where firft they grew : 

Their guardian cOnvby, freighted for die war. 

High o'er the reft exalts himfelf in air ; 

With 
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With flags difplay'd, mi with his cwvas ftrung. 

Rides like the ^er Arsn ^Hiidft h^ y^Wg- 

Then might I^vbthan. with v^il fiuprife, 

A creature fee of more enormous fizie 

Move in the deep* whoi^ pr^f^iit wo^b 4ot}i (ipl^ 

More warriors thw the TvQJm horfe P^ <^, 

Who from a hundred mouths in thunder roars, 

Burfb the furroundiog cloudsj aod ffj^ts ^^ f^oiog 
fhorcis. 

How dreadfid is ihe combat on ^^ ^najin^ 
In ghafllieft fhapes, where death and horror reign ; 
Where men with fiercer elements conlpire, 
Joining their rage to that of feas and foe. 
Nor flight, nor valour, from deftn^cSion feve. 
One lot involves the coward and the b^ave. 
Sometimes one fatal blow decides the war ; 
All fink in waves, or mount on flames in air. 
The fhip their fiin'ral pile, or elfe its womb, 
As once their habitation, is their tomb. 
Often in crowds thefe confcious fhores have feen 
Our fleets engaging in this awful fcene : 
Have feen fecure ; but did the waves upbraid. 
That flopp'd their valour, and their friendly aid ; 

C a While 
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While thofe, who in the toil and glory fhare, 
To Britons fliew what Britons only dare : 
Viewing their native land, they fcom the grave. 
Ready to yield her back the life fhe gave : 
Their friends to witnefs their bold a6tions call, 
Pleas'd in their fight, and in their caufe, to fall. 

Had ancient Britonsvthus been fkilFd in fight. 
They had reftrain*d the Roman Eagle's flight ; 
Ambitious Caefar ne'er had reach'd this fliore. 
And fhewn his troops a world unkaown before^ 

Far to the Eaft, but almofi; in my view, 
There is the place where firft thofe eagles flew: 
Where naked Britons did his power oppofe, 
And fliew'd arm'd legions no inglorious foes i 
Then mighty Caefar might relate at Rome, 
He came, he faw, but could not overcome : 
For liberty long refolute they fl:ood. 
And were the laft the Roman arms fubdu'd. 

Look where I will, fome marks yet rife to fenfe. 
Of Roman valour and magnificence^ 

6 Square 
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Square camps difcover ftill the fcenes of war j 
Caufeways their zeal for public good declare : 
Struck with amaaement, doth the lab'ring hind 
Their arms and their Mofaic pavements find ; 
Urns, which have long their lacred aihes kept ; 
And-Caefars, which on coins have ages flept. 

But time, which fets all worldly things their date* 
To Gothic rage gave up the Roman flate ; 
Then barVrous Saxons did this ifle invade,. 
And conquer'd thofe, whom they engag'd to aid. 
Scarce in the Eaft had.HengiA fix'd his powV, 
When warlike Elfet landed on this fhore. 
Far as my eye can reach, his fword fobdu'd, 
Unjuftly dy*d in harmlefs Britain's blood : 
A fecond kingdom did his arms procure, 
Which bore a name* for ever to endure. 
But, when he vilited thefe blefl abodes, 
He banifli'd truth, and brought in his falfe gods : 
Temples no more refound th' Almighty's praife ; 
To Thor and Woden ev'ry altar blaze : 

* The kingdom of Suflex,L or South Saxons, the fecond of the Heptarchy 

His 
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His Pagan rites did £tta*s aesJ advance; 

Great was his powV, and great his ignonmcc. 

from that time Cifia, potent Ella's fan» 

Long ruM in peace the realm his father woo : 

Weflward his feat of empire and of £ame 

He chofe, where ftill the town* preferves his iiame. 

But, in the times fucceeding to thefe r^ns. 
Contending Saxons and invading Danes, 
Whofe law was force, whofe property was ipoiU 
With war and rapine vcx'd this fertile foil ^ 
Where is the field, the foreft, or the wood. 
But ftill is richer with our Other's blood? 
Where is the fea, the fountain, or the rill. 
But flows ftill confcious of fome mighty ill ? 
This mount to mind domeflic difcord brings. 
For in a Saxon camp my mufe now fings. 
The hills high tops fad monuments remain -f. 
And rife ftill nearer Heav'n with heaps of flain. . 
Why graves fo eminent did warriors choofe? 
Was it fome ufefiil precept to infufe ? 

• Chichefter. 

t The bergs, or burying-places, to be Ceea on the fummhs of many of the hills. 
Vide Vcrftcgan, cap. JL ,,r 1 1 

Would 



A P O E M. rs 

Would ihey their fons with naartiid gl«y &e ? 
Or, by their death, more peaceful thou^ts iflfpire ?' 
The curious antiquaries, with ftiiprijfe. 
View their odd armour, and ^gantic fiee. 
And us, their modem pigmy-iace, deipiiiev 

Turning my &oe unto ijie momii^ light» 
An antique pile * ialutes my roving fight t 
Whether of Roman, or of later date. 
Remains a iecret, which fheleam'd debate. 
Once a fair j>oit enrichVl ihe &m*d .sd^ode ^ 
But hwds now gcaze wheie royal navies rodei 
For, like ambitious pioces, earth and main . 
Contending, make eadi other^s lo& their gain. 

Here, with Ins powers, the haughty Norman came ; 
Conquell his view, the diadem his claim : 
The will of Edward his pretended ri^t; 
But his beft title was iboce&ful might 
Scarce .fl2X)d Ins £^diers on the promised land. 
But their great leader, by a bold command. 
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Aiming a defp'rate courage to infpire. 

Bid l3iem look back, and fee his fleet on fire ; ' 

Shew'd them their hopes in viAoiy alone. 

And that his lot muli be the grave or throne. 

By eafy marches to the town* he came. 

Which from the Danifh pirate takes its name 

iFirik of thofe Mer ports ^, which fince arofe 

The nation's guard againft invading foes ; 

Whofe naval fervices, in ages paft, 

Kings paid with honours which fhall ever lail). 

Harold^ whofe fword yet reek'd wilii Norway's gcwe, 

Crown'd with frefh laurels pluck'd firom Humber's fhore. 

Found here the other rival of his fame. 

The fame his caufe, he hop'd th' event the fame^ 

Bloody the flrife, nor fmall the victor's gain ; 

They fight a crown to guard, or to obtain. 

But heav'n and fate determin'd near this place 

To end the glories of the Saxon race. 

Still the proud ruins of the abbey if tell 

Where William conquer'd, and where Harold fell. 

This fabric on the fpot the vi<ftor built, 
T' appeafe jufl Heav'n for blood unjufUy fpilt. 

* Haflingc. f Cinqoe ports. t Battle abbey. 

But 
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But may his piety this ofFring claim ? 

Or did it (pring from love of worldly fame ? 

Since the lame work, that fhould his guilt attone, 

A trophy (lands to make his glory known. 

Oh vanity 1 can the fame deed be thought 

Impious and brave, an honour and a fault ? 

Or by our gifts can Heav'n's eternal will, 

Like judges brib'd, be taught to wink at ill ? 

Oh ignorance of thofe deluded times, 

That thought faints pray'rs could expiate linners crimes! 

But now my Mufe, by quick poetic flight. 
Doth leave thefe ruins and on nearer light ; 
Where a fam'd abbey * of a later date. 
But the lame order, Ihar'd her lifter's fate. 
(Nor thefe alone, but each monaftic cell. 
Sunk, when their parent fuperftition fell.) 
Wide o'er the vale its rude remains are fpread : 
Above, the caftle rears his aged head ; 
As much decay'd, his origin the fam&*. 
Each is a monument o£ Warren's -f- fame. 

* Lewes abbey:. 

t The firft Earl of Surrey. Vide Camden, in Surrey and Suflcx. 
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Tliefe tlie great founder hop'd, but hopM in vain, 

Should lafe, whilft flow'd the neighb'ring ftream, remain. 

The ftream, which through the verdant paftures ftray'd. 

The rifing fabrics tlien with pride fur\^ey'd ; 

Faffing the ruin'd dome, and finking towV, . 

Now mourns the faded glories of his fhore, 

Whilft his own current ftill the fame doth laft ; 

So much man's works by nature's are furpafe'd. 

The caflJe, once its mighty lord's abode, 

PreftTes the mountain with a ufelefs load ; 

Dreadful its high-rais'd broken walls impend, 

Threat'ning to crufh the town they did defend ; 

And o'er the people fudden ruin ipread. 

Like infants by their nurfes overlaid. 

And lo I the monaftery's facred wall, 

A neft to ravens, and to herds a ftall. 

In this recefs the hooded friar lay, 
Dift[blv'd in eafe, and flurab'ring life away : 
Luxurious far'd, his mattins duly (aid, 
Sang o'er the dead, and on the living prey'd ; 
The fupple layman treated as he pleas'd, 
Tortur'd with penance, or with pardon eas'd ; 
To poverty the gates of Heav'n were barr'd. 
But for the rich to enter was not hard ; 

I Brokers 
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Brokers in fin did their afliftance lend ; 

"Who paid the monks never could God offend. 

They to Religion blind, but worldly wife, 

For lands and houfes barter'd Paradife, 

Unleam'd, and fkill'd in pious frauds alone, 

They gave us Heav'n to make the earth their own. 

To them thefe fair poffeffions Warren gave, 
Referv'd a pardon, and a tinted grave. 
But long the pile hath been by time overthrown ; 
His tomb is vanifli'd, and the place unknown. 
He, whom th^ adjacent trsSx did once obey. 
Here lies a piece of undiflinguifli'd clay : 
How is his glory fled, who now is grown 
Part of the field, which once he call*d his own ! 
O all ye rich, ye fortunate, ye great. 
Can ye be proud, and think on Warren's fate ? 

Far happier thou of Denmark's royal race, 
Whofe great remains a neighb'rmg temple * grace ! 
Where the informing fi:one ftill takes a pride 
To tell thofe virtues, which you firove to hide ; 

* St. John's church, in which is to be feen the monument of a Danlfh prince, 
whofe epitaph is recorded in Camden. 

D a Who 
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Who from the world did prudently retire, 
And all that grandeur which the vain admire ; 
And to high titles, dignity, and blood, 
Prefer the nobler praife of being good. 
To watch thy urn may angels never ceafe ! 
And may thy honour'd dufl long reft in peace 1 

Beyond, the hills an even carpet * Ipread, 
Tempting their fons to ljx)rt upon their head. 
See I the light riders on the well-bred horfe 
Spring from the goal, and urge the rapid courfe : 
So inftantly they gain upon the way. 
That time itfelf flies not fb iwift as they : 
The lilver mew, which fkims the nether air^ 
Seems tardy on the wing, when they are near v 
Forward they prefs, while fhouts afcend the clouds» 
'Midft chariots, neighing fteeds, and gazing crowds. 

DifFrent the conteft was, the place the fame, 
(The place ^ which bears the captive monarch's name) 
When haplefs Henry J, too imperious lord, 
Here loft his Uberty, but ours reftx)r'd» 

* . The botfe-coorfe. 
f Called Mount Harrf. 
X Henry the Third 

Thencp 
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Thence finn the long-conteffed charter flood. 
Which England purchas'd with her nobleft blood, 
And ever will efteem her nobleft good. 
The greater Edward did this grant approve. 
And fix'd his empire in his people's love. 
He knew (as all recorded times have fhewn) 
Invading fubje<5b rights, kings lofe their own. 
Still may we blefe the day *, when on this plain 
The tyrant broke his rod, the ilave his chain. 
Then liberty did higher thoughts impart. 
And with more generous courage fire the heart. 
Then property, ador'd by ev'ry Iwain, 
Advanced with laughing plenty in her train. 
Juftice prevail'd, oppreflion fled the field ; 
Law was a curb to might, to right a fhield. 
The refcu'd nation finil'd, whilft all around 
She iaw the foreign realms in fetters bound ; 
Nor thought (he did too dear thofe bleifings gain^ 
Which fhe enjoys fecure in Geoige's rei^. 
Which Frederick's virtues promife long fhall laft. 
And future times be happy as the paft. 



* See M. Rap'm's remarks on this CTcnt m -his Hiftory of England. 
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But if this hill one king did captive fee, 
A neighb'ring town * fince fet another free. 
When to her fhore Charles, like a hart purfu*d, 
Fled from the hounds late flefh'd with royal blood. 
By flratagem efcap'd his father's fate, 
Transform'd from regal to a low eflate ; 
For furious ilorms the ftately oak overthrow, 
Whilll humble flirubs beneath in fiifety grow. 
Here, from the kind prote6iion of the wood. 
He came, imploring mercy from the flood. 
Bear me, he cried, from that inhuman band, 
To foreign air, and a lefs guilty land. 
Meanly di%uis'd the royal exile went, 
And foon th' offending nation did relent ; 
The injur'd prince, whom they expell'd before, 
Recall'd in triumph to his native Ihore j 
So from th' eclipfe breaks the retumii^ light, 
So fets the fun, to rife again more bright. 

Returning thence, behold a mould'ring tow*r ^ 
Receives my Mufe, and claims one labour more ; 

^ Brightchlmftone, from whence Cbarlei the Second efcaped after thel)attle of 
■VVorceftcr. 

t Laughton, the ancient feat of the Pelhanas ; yide Camden. It now gives the 
title of a Baron. 
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Whofe walls the myftic buckles ftill adorn, 
A royal fpoil from Gallia's monarch borne. 
Whoe'er did thus the ancient flrudhire grace, 
What could he hope more noble from his race ? 
Little he knew, that, as the pile fhould fail. 
Its riling titles fhould o'er age prevail ; 
Or that his trophies ihould, in time to come, 
Be hence transferr'd to Windfor's facred dome ; 
There, high advanc'd, immortal glory fhare. 
And take new luftre from the filver fiar. 
When, in th' Elyiian plain, jEneas cafl 
His eyes on Roman herbes as they pai&'d. 
His thoughts in fecret extacy were loft. 
But great Augufhis fir'd his foul the moft. 
So could fome anceftor, who to that plain 
From hence defcended, thence return again, 
And from the folemn ruins of this place 
View all his num'rous and diftii^ifh'd race. 
Chiefly on him with tranfport would he gaze. 
Whom o'er the reft fliperior hcHiours raife, 
The faithful flatefman by his prince approv'd. 
The gen'rous patriot by his country lov'd. 



But 'tis not mine to celebrate each name. 
Long fince enroll'd in the records of fame. 



Vain 
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Vain tlie attempt, and endlefs were the toil, 

To iing the ancient heroes of this foil, 

Whofe praife fhall long my feeble lay furvive, 

And in their progeny for ever live ; 

Well worthy of the flock from whence they grew ; 

Who with their honours ihare their virtues too ; 

For, without virtue, what is noble birth ? 

Or what high titles, if eftrang'd from worth ? 

A gilded idol, and a bailard gem. 

Which fools admire, and which the wile contemn. 

Not with more pleafure, o*er the fruitful grounds 
Where he was bred, the untam'd courfer bounds, 
Than o'er this landfcape I in fency fpeed, 
Convey 'd exulting on the Mufe's fleed. 
A happier paradife to me this place 
Than Eden to the parent of our race ; 
For, when he view'd his fubjeA world around. 
All one fad filent folitude he found : 
I find, where-e'er my raptur'd fight I bend, 
Some kind relation, or fome honour'd friend I 
Remarking here each well known fpot can tell 
Where truth, where honour, where good-nature dwell ; 
And trace religion to her private cell. 

Can 
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Can fee where fecret merit fliuns the day, 
And where ten thoufand charms in ambufh lay. 
Where can the God of Love find keener darts ? 
Or where employ them on more generous hearts ? 
Such matchleis beauty, and fuch manly worth, 
Jove and Aftraea might recall to earth. 

With what regret I quit the fmiling view, 
For ever pleafing, and for ever new ! 
The more I look, the more I am amus'd ; 
So Maro charms a thoufand times perus'd. 

Oh ! may fome bard, more favour*d of the nine, 
Thy glories paint in an immortal line ; 
His fancy bear refemblance to thy clime. 
Rich as thy vales, and as thy hills fublime ; 
His flrains more lafting than thy oaks abide. 
And his finooth numbers like thy currents glide ! 
Then all thy deeds and monuments of old, 
Which the eye fees, or babbling fame hath told, 
When finking underneath the weight of time, 
Again fhall rife, and flourifh in his rhyme. 

E Perhaps 
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Perhaps he'll fay, viewing my cell beneath, 
(Where I began, and where will ceafe to breathe) » 
Here liv'd the man, who to thefe fair retreats 
Firft drew the Mufes from their ancient feats ; 
Though low his thought, though impotent his ftrain. 
Yet let me never of his Song complaiii ; 
For this the fruitlefs labour recommends, 
He lov'd his native country, and his friends. 
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TO THE 

RIGHT REVEREND AND HONOURABLE 

RICHARD, 

LORD BISHOP OF DURHAM. 

My Lord, 

JL HE fubje6l of this Poem is the foundation of all 
JBue%ion. The ingenioiis and learned author therefore 
properly inicnbed the original to the Primate of all Eng- 
land : and I know not the man in all England to whom 
I can more properly addrefs the Tranflation than to your 
Lordihip, The Original is a noble work; it fhines in 
the language and beauties of Horace, Virgil, and Lucre- 
tius ; may be read as long ; and be, like its Subject, im- 
mortal. The author has as happy a talent for Englifh. 
veife, and could beft have done himfelf juftice in a Tranf- 
lation : but one, fired with all the beauties of the Origi- 
nal, could fcarce condefcend to fuch a tafk; for in a 
tranflation, ever fo good, many of them muft be loft. I 
fear too many are in mine. 

Ido> 
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I do not know where the arguments for the Immor- 
tality of the Soul are fo well colle6ted, fo well connedled, 
i^ well methodized, more concifely ftated, or more 
clearly explained. And therefore I thought I might do 
fome fervice, if I could put a work, which in the Origi- 
nal is underllood only by the learned, into the hand of 
the Englifli reader; fince that fhould be known to as 
many as poflible, which is the common concern of all. 
This is the motive of my attempt ; which merits pardon 
for the fake of the intention. 

Accept it, my Lord, from a neighbour and acquaint- 
ance ; wTio is proud of this opportunity of declaring to 
the world the very Tiigh and fincere refpe6t he bears you. 
Why I do fo, your Lordfhip's public and private charac- 
ter tell ; I need not, nor will, in this place ; for I neither 
am, nor would be thought, a flatterer. May you enjoy 
as much health, and as many years, as fell to the fhare of 
the great prelate mentioned in the Poem; you cannot 
fail of the fame honour and regard. In wifliing your 
Lordfhip well, I know I wifh well to mankind. 
I am, my Lord, 

Your much obliged and mod obedient fervant, 

W. HAY. 
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PREFACE. 



EVERY tranflator fhould aim to preferve the fenfe 
and beauties of his author. Any perfon, who 
compares the ifoUowing Perfonnance with the Original, 
will find me much leis ddecftive in the firft particular 
than the lail : and it would exceed the abilities of one 
much more ingenious to come up to the beauties of this 
Poem. Where they are exquifite in the Original, many 
will evaporate in a Tranflation. 

To cure this defeA as much as I could, I have been 
careful, in the firft place, in general to preferve the me- 
taphors, which I think are the principal beauty of 
poetry ; for, by doubling the number of the figures, they 
enrich the pi<Shire, and afford a very refined pleafure to 
the mind in remarking their fimilitude. 

I have 
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I have alfo generally been careful to preferve the epi- 
thets ; which, when properly chofen, are another great 
grace and embellifhment ; and, as they fet forth the qua- 
lities of things, may be called the colouring of the piece. 

In different languages, it is very rare to meet with 
words (much lefs phrafes) that exa6tiy correfpond, arid 
convey the fame adequate ideas ; and therefore a tranf- 
lator mufl fearch for the befl equivalents. If it fall out 
by accident that the lame individual word correfponds in 
each language, or that a verbal verfion of a line or fen- 
tence anfwers, and in neither cafe the expreflions lofe 
their eafe, nor are debafed by vulgar ufe, I think fo far 
fuch literal and verbal tranflation does mofl jullice to the 
author. A perfon, who compares this with the Original, 
will find I have kept clofer than ufual in thefe refpe^b ; 
nor do I believe he will think the performance worfe on 
that account. But in fome places the fb*ength of the 
expreflion forces me to a paraphrafe (which always wea- 
kens the poetry) ; for inftance, thefe three words " moles 
operoik fepulchri," have cofl me two lines ; and I have 
fometimes beftowed a line on a fingle word ; but this is 
not fi-equent ; and I believe the tranflatioa, in number 
of words, will be found fcarce to exceed the Original ; 
a . for 



PREFACE. 33 

for as there are fix feet in the Latin verfe to five in the 
Englifh, there are in this Tranflation about fix Englifh 
verfes to five in the Latin Original. And though the 
beauty of a Tranflation depends on the choice, and not 
number, of words, yet the number of words is a mathe- 
matical rule (and perhaps not a bad one) to judge of its 
flrength. 

A tranflator into Engliifh verfe is loaded with two 
other fetters; rhymes of the fame found, and metre al- 
ways of the fame quantity. And who can blame him, 
if under thefe reflraints he firuggles for as much liberty 
as he can ? 

If I am afked, why I chofe rhym^ ? my anfwer is, be- 
caufe an Englifh ear loves the gingle. But, though I 
have preferved it throughout, I have not been an abfb- 
lute flave ; and fometimes my rhymes are not fcrupuloufly 
exa<Sl ; and I fhould have thought myfelf more blameable, 
if for fuch nicety in found I had facrificed the genuine 
fenfe. I therefore befpeak the reader's indulgence, 
where he chances to fpy peccadillos of this fort. 



As 
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As to the metre, it is well known that Englifti poets 
have ever availed themfelves of the participle and tenfe 
ending in [ed], either to ufe or omit that fyllable, as beft 
fuited their purpofe : and it is no matter whether the 
[e] aj^)ears in the word or not ; fince the current of the 
verfe will dire<ft the reader where to iound, and where to 
drop it. The iame advantage may be taken, and I have 
taken it, in other words, either to leave them divided 
by the natural number of their fyUables, or to contra6t 
two fyllables into one ; as in the words, i»ea, diffe- 
rent, HEAVENLY, PR<MPITI0VS, BEAUTEOITS, IMPIOUS, 

and masiy others of the like fort, Tlieie cosxtnuSbed 
fyllables will ftand in the fame foot, ibmetimes with the 
preceding and fometimes with the fucceeding fyllable ; 
bearing in the firfl caie fome analogy to the Da£ty}, 
and in the lafl to the Anapsefbis. I have moiHy conr 
tra6ted fuch fyllables : for to add one, two, or more,, fyl- 
lables to ten is no fmall acquiiition ; it helps to croud 
more fenfe into a line, and make it more nervous. The 
harmony wiU depend on the modulati(»i of the voice. 
From an unikilful reader it will found harfher; but d 
fkilful one will make fuch fyllables a grace both in muiic 
and poetry. This hath the fandion of the beft poets; 
and is pra<5lifed by none oftener than Milton. 

But 
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But it is for none but a great poet like Milton to re* 
ceive Latin or Greek words, like natural-bom fubje<Ste, 
into the Englifli tongue. In the eleventh book of the 
Paradiie Loft, among other dUeafes he has introduced 
Maraiinus. I met with the ikme word in this poem ; 
but dared not take the fame liberty ; and indeed, if I had, 
I fhould have been unintelligible to An Englifh reader. 
Not knowing an Englifh word for Bitumen, I have taken 
the liberty to make it EngUfli by ftrikiftg off the laft let- 
ter ; and very convenient it was for my rhyme fo to dp. 
I willingly i^bmit to tbe reader's vierdi<5t. 

And let him not be ofiefided,.if fometimes I fubmity 
for the lake of the veile* to fbeming inaccuracies in 
grammar, 'which .1 fhould not choofe in profe. For in- 
ftanoe: in one place I ufe thou and not you, as think- 
ing it more forcible and poetical ; yet in fome lines after 
I knowingly and wittuDy iatj hate and not hast, ais 
thinking it leis harfti in found; nor is it contrary to the 
rules of grammar ; for the reader may, if he pleafes, in 
Ihofe places fubftitute in his own mind the word you 
infiead of the preceding thou ; and I hope, for the fake 
of peace, that he will do fo, and not break his reft about 
it Let him keep his temper too where he finds fuch 

F a words 
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words as that, who, which, is, hath, do, may, 

MIGHT, COULD, SHOULD, EITHER, NEITHER, &C. Omit- 
ted, where by liricSl grammatical rules they fhould be 
inferted ; when they muft neceflarily be implied, and 
the fenfe cannot be millaken : for this is ufefiil, fome- 
times to ftrengthen the fenfe of a line, and fometimes to 
preferve its metre. 

I hope I fhall be feldom found afliiming that unjufti- 
•fiable liberty in a tranflator of adding his own fenfe ; and 
flatter myfelf I fliall fcarce fell under that cenfure in two 
pafl&ges of the firft book. When Bacon is reprefented 
as delivering the torch to Newton, I have added " when 
he had run his glorious race ;" for that fenfe is implied, 
and the words explain the metaphor, which alludes to 
the Athenian games in honour of Prometheus, where a 
perfon ran a circular courfe with a lighted torch in his 
hand, and, when it went out, delivered it to the perfon 
immediately following him in that ceremony; he that 
ran with it fartheft unextinguifhed gaining the moft ap- 
plaufe. The expreflion in the original is borrowed from 
the fecond book of Lucretius, who applies the metaphor 
to one generation of animals fucceeding to another ; as 
Perfius, in his fixth fatire, applies it to the heir fucceeding 
3 to 
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to the deceafed. On this occafion, another idea will na- 
turally arife in the mind of every reader ; that the torch 
in Newton's hand difFufed light through the univerfe. 
The other paflage is that where the Athenian fage is faid 
to have foretold a God to come ; at the end of which I 
have thrown in fome Scripture phrafes relating to our 
Saviour, which go a little (and but a little) beyond the ex- 
preffions in the original, but not at all beyond the plain 
aim and intention of the author ; and, as they are po- 
etical and fublime, they are far from debafing the paflage. 

I fhould think I made a valuable prefent to mankind 
in this work, if it was divefted of every ornament of 
poetry. The only injury I do is to the Author, in fend- 
ing it abroad in a drefs fo unlike that rich one in which 
he hath cloathed it. Since he has forgiven me, I hope 
the world will. And it will be a fenlible pleafure to me, 
if it is received there with the fame approbation with 
which it hath already been honoured by him and fome 
others, whofe judgment I revere, and whom I am ambi- 
tious to pleafe. But my lading and folid iatisfa6Hon will 
be, if it prove of that public utihty which I wifli and 
intend. 



THE 



( 39 ) 



THE 

IMMORTALITY 

OF THE' 

SOUL. 



B O O K I. 

ALL creatures elfe on earth are joj^l o'er 
The lot their nature ^ves; nor wifh for more. 
'Tis only man, curious to know, who tries 
To fearch out caufes, and the mutual ties 
Of Nature's works ; and, wifhing to explain, 
In the attempt ftill journeys on in rain : 
For death with lable wings around hun flies ; 
And intercepted on the road he dies. 
If nought in vain proceeds from heaven on high. 
Say from what caufe can this arife ? or why 
Within the mind thefe feeds celeftial fhoot. 

If never to produce their genuine fruit ? 

Ah! 
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Ah I what avails to fearch out Nature's caufe ? 
And from things prefent, by her fteady laws, 
To point out future ? and in fancy run 
Above the ftars, above this genial fun ? 
If all, alas ! we all fhall be no more, 
Buried alike on Lethe's gloomy fhore I 

Come, Phillis, then let's wanton in the fliade : 
Come, Bacchus, to my revels lend thy aid : 
'Tis thine, to banifh melancholy's gloom, 
Senfe of the paft, and fear of aught to come. 
Come, fill the glafs ; mirth and good chear my choice^ 
Let Naeera's ^innet join with Cloe's voice; 
The day is wafling ; catch it whilfl you may, 
Carelefs of what may chance another day. 

But foon we weary grow, and loath fuch joys ; 
Pleafure, like this, as foon as tailed cloys. 
Let us then throw thefe trifles quite afide ; 
And follow things more ferious as our guide. 
Heap wealth on wealth ; let power, let glory warm ; 
And with attendants let your levee fwarm. 
What more ? — ^'tis all the lame ; you flill complain. 
And cry, alas ! all human things how vain ! 

Which 
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Which then the way ? or where the friendly fhore ? 
You fee th* imprifon*d mind, dill ftriving more 
To know, and climbing flowly without end 
(Where Nature points) to truth eternal tend. 
' No longer *midft thefe fleeting joys to range 
She aiks, but thofe obnoxious to no change ; 
Joys, like herfelf, immortal, which will bloom 
Unfading through eternity to come. 

Take courage then ; for nothing is more plain. 
Than heav'nly wifdom never works in vain. 
Nor, like the mouldVing body, will the mind 
In the fame narrow limits be confined. 
Free from terrefbial feculence, all-pure. 
It vegetates, and ever will, fecure^ 
And when this prifoner liberty reg^s, 
Unmanacled from thefe corporeal chains, 
When the well-known inhabitant fhall rife 
To vifit once a^in her native fkies. 
She'll draw nedlareous truths, whence fiill they Ao\\ , 
And gather fweets etherial where they grow. 

E'en in this life (if it deferves the name, 
^Thus blindly cas'd in this corporeal fiame) 

G Though 
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Though Tuffc retards the foul's more lively fprings, . 

And Ihe wants room to :^read her tow'ring wings/ 

Yet many ways jhier.ori^n we trace, . i v 

And many features fpeak lier;heav*iily race. 

Can mem'ry fave fo many things for life. 

Nicely difpofe, and in due time produce ? 

A furniture too rich, where now we dwell , 

Too vaft, to croud within this narrow cell I 

And can it be conceiv'd corporeal might, 

This hidden treafure which recalls to light ^ 

Say, thou inventrefs, fey from whence thy birth? 
Thou parent of each various art on earth ; 
Thou friend to human want, who kindly lend 
All things which grace this life, or which defend ; 
That for each thing its proper name have found, 
And vocal founds in literal fetters bound; 
That, when men liv'd like brutes, ftill changing place, 
Drew from their dens to towns the favage race ; 
That by juft laws their manners civiliz'd. 
And in one compa6t nations have eompriz'd ; 
Hail! thou diviner pow'r, fublimer fenfe ; 
Hail 1 virtue warm'd by heavenly influence. 



When 
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When in full ftreams relifUefs eloquence 
Tranfports the will, and ravifhes the fenfe, 
No longer leaves the ductile pailions ours, 
From what rich fource doth it derive its pow*rs? 
Say, when its lightnings flafh, its thunder flies. 
Is it a mortal voice, or from the fkies ? 

What think yoii of the poet's powerful lays ? 
Who pleafes by a thoufand difFrent ways ; 
Whether by numbers, cadence, or by clear 
Harmonious found, he captivates the ear ; 
Or by flrong images, with wond'rous art. 
Enchant the fancy, and pervade the heart ; 
The mufe-befriended poet breathes in rhyme . 
Nothing that's trifling, nothing not fublime. 
Whilil things on earth, the ftars, and fplendid fun, 
Still the fame round in the fame chmot run, 
Unfaitisfiedi the large, ambitious mind 
Pines for more worlds, and thofe more unconfin'd. 
When, lo 1 the facred poet with him brings - > 

A more exalted, fairer, fcene of thin^ ; . 
Adapted more to our ideas great ; 
The hope and prefage of a future ftate. . 

G a Can 
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Can man cfeleftiai motions, and dieir caufe. 
Know to defcribe, and by what fbted laws 
Worlds round our fan hold on their coinfe decreed, 
And thfiough the void immenfe the comots ^ed; . 
Nimiberl^s funs within, beyond pur fi^t. 
In ether fix*d, their circling planets li^i^? 
And think you not a mind, which even here 
Flies through the ikies, and through the fbairy :^^iere. 
From heaven ddc^ided, mB. her paut>BS iiiretch^ 
-.And mount agam, hfer iiative home to reach } 

» 

Could this be ^, did not the mind retain 
A force innate, ^et itorn ^material ibin l 
Of her own ftc^ -by heii^€(»dcious made. 
She ufes not, mor 'needs, the body^s aid. 
Her choice, refufal, iove, ave^on^ 
Her hopes, 'ki&tiy joys, and griefe, are afl her owb. 
By her own ftrengdi ihe tiiii^ compares^ and iincSs 
How to divide tiiem into difTrent kinds : 
By flow degr^^ -^eans th:e diimcmber'd fyoah 
Of fcatter'd truth, and nic^y reconciles.; 
Caufes extra6ts ; and a feundittion lays 
In One fair building -arts on rarts to raife ; 

To 
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To ifeience trndg, ^^e!Ft^x^ ^^ty paw'^y 
MduBting to jif^^ l^ix xooll ^salt^ to!f*€ ; 
And thence the chain ef ica:gijfe$ yiGsy oj^ p^e^ 
Let down to earth fi;om the ^maglily ijiriji^e. 
Then finks iatp hedelf ; wijth a^^eatsl e^es 
There feey ideas of tbijngs, and how they rife 5 
Sees frowi wh|i;t -fpyflcp fwift cpgitiition j&o vs ; 
All but her hfLsai^, ;wd that almo^, ike Igviaws,. 
G>rporeal virtue this ? can a machine 
Perceive wiiat £&^ it, pr its powers within ? 
All body's mere machines >i»ppU!d idpoe 
By outward focce, not inward and i^ own. 

Ufe not a fbndard of ^e vulgar kind 
To take the he^ht of an enCghteo'd mind. 
Look to thofe fons of Athens and of Rome^ 
Whole praifes ftiH iuryiii«, fmd honours bloom ^ 
Or fuch as Engird, .riv^ to thole .cBmes, 
Produced in earlier and ia better tipies. 

Why ihould i tell what bards have been in^ir*d. 
Whom law renown*d, or eloquence hath fir*d ? 
Or who ag£un fair fcience brought in light. 
That, hid in chaos, long had Ihunn'd the light ? 

See 
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See Bacon firft, like the great folar ray. 
Break forth, and light to ev'ry art the way. 
Philofophy, by fidtion vain mifled, 
He firft recaird, and bid fecurely tread 
Thofe paths experience (never known to ftray) 
Had prov'd, and pointed out the certain way. 
Great Newton's guide 1 who in his hand did place 
The torch, when he had run his glorious race. 

Bright fpirits ! if mindful of this mortal ftate, 
If ftill attentive to Britannia's fate, 
Some fhare of your ftrong genius we implore ; 
That, waking from our dream, a^iin we foar, 
And to excel cafl ev^ry talent forth, 
Excited by true praife and ancient worth. 

Such rich endowments, and fo rarely giv'n, 
Muft be efteem'd peculiar growths of heav'n. 
For, here and there, God did in all times place 
Some earthly ftars, our lower fphere to grace ; 
That, by example fir'd, man upward fly. 
And know himfelf the offspring of the iky. 



Befides, 
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Befides, when death this inortal corfe devours, . . 
Who but conceives that fometiiing ftill is ours' ? 
Within, 'tis fiiUy prov'd within. ; the fame 
The leam'd atteft, and all mankind proclaim ; 
No nations fo unciviliz'd but have 
Extended views and hopes beyond the grave. 

It is this thought the tardy oak that plants, 
A pofthumous fupply for grandfons wants. 
It is this thought the pyramid that rears, 
A mole immenfe, impregnable by years. 
It is this thought would life extend by fame, 
And tack to nature a furvivingname* 
Fame I which to each choice J^irit is fo dear. 
Danger he'll court, and ev'ry labour bear, 
His future life in fancy to embi^ee. 
And pafs his glory to his latefl: race. 

See we not how, jufl at the gates of death, 
A criminal, e'en with his lateft breath, . 
ConviiSt and confcious, will the fa6l deny, 
To fave his feme and honour by the lie ? 



'Tis 
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Tis natare's'fdf ^that on the ibul impiints 
Of future being thefe obicurer hintSi 
Hence *tis, that in fdlicitude the mind 
The verdid weighs pofterity will find. 
But what avails what is hereafter Md, 
If we fhall be but duft and empty (hade ? 
Too late the fame, which can't pafl man concern, 
Nor wake his aihes in the iilent urn. 

And tell me too what mean thefe obfequies ? 
Whence for the dead theife anxious cares arife ? 
A maufoleum iee fuperbly ftand, 
With fculpture worthy of a Myron's hand. 
See I fome in earth the pdlid carcafe j^ce. 
And fome the tomb with flow'ry chaplets grace. 
The folemn office yearly fome renew," 
As if the fhades required it ad a due ; 
Others ere<^ the cuftomaiy pyre, 
There to confiime the members in the fire, 
To the juft urn the gather'd afhes give. 
That thefe, if pebble, may Time furvive* 

Or ihall I tell of thofe, whofe water'd foil 
Drinks the rich {beam of overflowing Nile ? 

5 With 
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With them is this peculiar cuftom found, 
Neither to bum, npr bury m the ground. 
Firft of each inward part the trunk they bare, 
And cleanfe the C3>yjt7 widi fiic^ care ; 
Then pour in pitt^ and ev'ry rich perfume. 
Filling the %oce with glutinous bitume ; 
This done; the whole with many a fillet bind, 
That ev'ry part cohere when aptly join'd; 
Then paint the eorfe, to make it, if they can, 
The piiSture, and the ilatvie, and the man. 

Such is the inborn hope, th* ingraven l^ufl. 
That, when thefe members are diflblv'd in dufl, 
Our better part will live, and brave the rage 
Of pow'rfiil fate, and all devouring age. 

See, where the Ganges cuts the Indian Gismd, 
Men at £aM& altar$ wiltii^ victims ^:md ; 
Or into flames they rufh precipitate. 
Lavish of life, to meet 9, better fate -, 
Borne on blind hopes to peaceful ieats they fly, 
To ^riog perpetuid, and a cloudlefs iky. 

H Nor 
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Nor lefs the Eaftern wives are known to fame ; 
There, not with tears or female plaints, the dame 
Bemoans her lord; but (worthy to admire) 
With him to be confum'd, afcends the pyre ; 
Trufting with him to go companion true. 
And 'midil the fhades the bridal rites renew. 

. Look too where Boreas breathes eternal cold, 
Nations, unconquer'd fons of Mars,, behold, 
Though favage, brave ; all with like ardour run. 
Contemning hfe alike, no dangers ihun. 
What then excites this fbry in their breaft. 
Or what the ipur that will not let them reft^ 
But the dear thought of immortality, 
Decreed to thofe who for their country die ? 

Add of Elyfium all the tales we have. 
The Stygian lake, and Phlegethon's hot wave. 

Grant thefe the priefts invent ; — ^but how invent ? 
Does not the mind^rft inwardly confent? 
And at the future take uncertain aims ? — 
Truth for its ground-work ev'ry fidlion claims. 

Hard 
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Hard to conceive, how pure intelligence 
Sublifts alone, disjoin'd from grofler fenfe ! 
The vulgar therefore give it corp'ral frame. 
Give it like features, members like the fame 
It wore before ; a diftri<Sl with a cell 
They give, where like the body it may dwell. 
Whence others, to whom all fiich notions feem 
Unfound philofophy and empty dream. 
Not knowing how bare fouls exiftence have, 
Conclude them quite extinguilh'd in the grave. 
Or that they take no pains the truth to trace ; 
Or to own ign'rance they think difgrace. 
'Tis no finall tafk, but highly to be prais'd. 
Truth to difcem through mills by fi6Uon rais'd. 
Roufe from this lethargy ; to truth awake ; 
And not rejeA it for the fable's fake : 
Fable there inter^ers'd by impious fraud, 
Or vain poetic licence fpread abroad, 

A God when mortals all proclaim around, 
Dwells not the voice of nature in the found ? 
But, ah ! what falfehoods do blind men maintain, 
What things unworthy of the God they feign ! 

H 2 To 
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To deity afcribirrg human modes, 
And to their fancy multiply their gods ; 
Jufl as vain hopes may haj^en to eretft 
Their wavViiig mind, or anxious fears de^eBi !' 
Propitious gods from ufefiil things they fortn, 
And dangerous from thofe that do them hartn>j 
And to fuch height did this wild frenzy rife, 
That beafls deformed have pafs'd fot deities j 
By fuperftition touch'd^ the brain hath ^feel'd, 
And men of old to Iteks and emions ImteYd* 

Weighing thefe things, the gfeat Athenian fage 
In time's revoking oi'b foretold an age, 
When would a long-expecSled God arrive, 
And faving health to longing mortals give ; 
Like the day-lpring difperfe the clouds of night ; 
Bring life and immortality to light ; 
Man wand'ring in the Ihades of death releafe. 
And guide his feet into the ways of peace. 

Yet by fome iigns, where nature is fole gtiide* 
The truth, as through a ftiift, may be defcry'd ;. 
Where juft conjecture Idads us theft attend. 
Nor fcom thofe aids reafoii herfelf may lend. 



In 
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In many modes with body &>xil agrees 
Is not deny'd ; fo federal law decrees : 
In more the lafl doth far fuperior fhine. 
Her nature difF'rent prore, and race divine* 

Tis often feen how in a body ftiH, 
And fbong as oak, there is a foul as duU ; 
"Whilft in the weakeft tenement of clay 
Oft dwells the mind's moft penetratii^ ray^ 
If, when the body dies, the mind too die,, 
We might infer, from joft analogy, 
In ficknefs that the mind fhould ficken too y 
Which oft we fee is far from being true. 
As the limbs languifh, and as death draws nighV,, 
The mind is keener, touched with heavenly fire 
Never is fweeter eloquence than then : 
Voices prophetic flow from dying men. 

If of corporeal elements the mind 
Conlifts, how comes it that in fleep we find, 
When clofely barr'd the fenfbal avenue, 
Nor outward forms, to feed the mind, in view, 
Her genuine ftrength more vig'rous Ihe refomes, 
Raifing herfelf on her exulting plumes ^ 

^ Like 
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Like birds efcaping from their cage, flie flies, 
And foaring triumphs in the open fkies. . 

If the foul's nature is material quite, 
It follows that its parts are infinite ; 
Each particle hath fenfe, and each a will, 
And minds fo numerous muft be ftruggling ftill ; 
In this wild uproar, and contention fell. 
Who what was truth, or what was right, could tell ? 
How could life's tenor uniform proceed ? 
Or confcious virtue how applaud her deed ? 

View then the mental pow*rs in diiFrent light ; 
Perhaps they come from matter's form or fite. 
Is then a circle wifer than a fquare ? 
Add parts, fubtra<5t; 'tis juft the fame affair 
As if the particles had certain turns, 
Nor more than white or black the mind concerns. 

But doth not from particular motion flow 
All pow'r of thought ? what cannot motion do ? 
Methinks will, fpeech, reafbn, and fcience reel, 
Whilft forming by the lever and the wheel. 

Sure! 
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Sure I the fcourg'd top grows an ingenious toy. 
And wifer by the lafhing, like the boy : 
And water too, thus boiling into fenfe, 
Swells, and o'erflows with tropes of eloquence. 
But whence fprings motion ? not the lumpilh corfe, 
The mind alone, its origin and fource t 
The mind within, at pleafure, by its nod, 
Dire<Sls each body, as the world the God.. 

Ceafe then to wonder, when the body's gone, 
How the foul lives when naked and alone ; 
Much greater reafon is there to admire. 
Could it, by any force fiibdu'd, expire ; 
Since what wants parts can undergo no breach,. 
And no external violence can. reach. 
Befides, it moves by its own powV alone. 
And feels and knows no inftin^l but its own ; 
And all felf-movers live eternally, 
Becaufe they never from themfelves can fly. 

Hard to conceive how things exift, you lay^ 
Take form and fituation quite away; 
Think then on God : (that thought new hiftre gives), 
The mind divine no outward form receives ;: 
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Is circumfcribed by no fix'd abode, 

Unlefs, perchance^ matter you deem the God ; 

But if a fpirit, then pure, entire, refin'd : 

The like you muft conceive of human mind. 

That breath of heaVn 1 and what can brighter fhine ? 

Or more point out her origin divine? 

Often, e'en here, while corporal bonds unite. 

She makes excursions, and prepares for flight. 

A flranger, not inhabitant, on earth. 

She mounts with traniport tow'rds her place of birth. 

Go, charmed with life ^ pofiefHon in decay I 
Go, like the fly, and on your pinions gay 
Bulily rove, fip dew, and feaH <m air ; 
Soon to fink back to nothing and deQ>air. 
Are then our hopes thus vain ? life's total this ? 
And tliis the end of all our promised blifs ? 
See then another life of man, more true. 
More worthy man ; when truth 'tis giv'n to view. 
Not piece-meal, as we do, compell'd to ibray 
Through meditati(Hi's kmg and mazy way ; 
But at once prefent to the mental eye. 
Where all things ia a cloudleis profpetSl lie* 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps you'll fay, the mind can nothing know, 
The fenfes gone ; fince thence doth knowledge flow, 
Springs from that root, and thence in growth prevails. 
And certainly muft perifli when that fails. 

What then, the fenfes being infirm, fupplies 
By art thofe pow'rs their nature then denies ? 
It is the mind alone that doth impart 
Sight to the eye, found to the ear, by art. 
Hence in this lite fhc can herfelf tranflate 
Above a mortal lot, a human flate. 
This conqu'ror down fi-om heav'n the ftars can call ; 
Unlock the clofe apartments of this ball ; 
Bodies too fmall for fight produce to view, 
Difplaying wonders in a world that's new. 

Doth not ihe mind the fenfe's errors note ? 
Determine too againfl the fenfe's vote ? 
Better diflinguifhing, by mental eyes. 
The form of things, their diflance, and their fize ? 
Do not thefe figns proclaim to mortals giv'n 
Pow'rs unallied to fenfe, the feeds of heav'n ? 
Will not the foul, when this weak frame fhall break. 
Who now can fkirmifli, and fliort fallics make, 

I Then 
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Then probably indulge a freer flight, 
Expatiatmg through fields of tnith and light ? 

If you flill afk, how will thefe things be fo ? 
It boots us not, nor yet is ours, to know. 
Know you how in your mother s womb you grew ? 
Knows one bom blind the colour's pleafing hue ? 
But, you will fay, he finds all men befide 
A better birth^right have to him denied. . 

And thus furveying earth's whole flore, the mind 
Can nothing equal to her wifhes find. 
Man's ardent genius, fmit with the fublime. 
All fave eternal beauty, deems but flime. 
The fair idea by fancy is imprefl ; 
He wears the lovely image in his brcafl : 
Abfent he flill bemoans the abfent dame, 
Gently confuming in the lafling flame : 
A lover true, all human converfc fhuns ; 
Fountains he haunts, to groves and coverts runs. 
To mufc retir'd ; and by poetic lay. 
Or wifdom's lore, his forrows footh away. 



How 
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How happy then, methinks, his life hath been, 
Who, calmly viewing this world's formal fcene, 
Earth, fca, and air, the fun, and heav'nly fires. 
Strait to his home, like a full gueft retires 1 
Wear out an hundred years, or count hut few, 
You'll the fame things in one rotation view. 
And nothing better, nothing ever new. 
Our time on earth, one common forum deem ; 
Or one large inn for travellers efteem ; 
Borne on the tide, life here ,but flops at moft, 
'Midft thoufand cares, a thoufahd trifles toft. 
Who firft weighs anchor, firft will reach the port; 
Difpatch, ftrike fail, provifions may grow fhort ; 
Difeafes ent'ring fee ; friends quit the ftage, 
Ah I difmal thought ! and fraud befieges age. 

But ftay : we muft not hence depart ; but wait 
His will, who plac'd us in this worldly ftate : 
His flandard follow here 'twixt hope and fear : 
God bids us bear our lot ; we then muft bear. 



But could I be convinc'd that, when I die. 
Nothing fur\'iv'd the grave, I hence would fly, 

I 2 Where 
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Where foon or late, when life's dull farce is o'er^ 
All, funk in endlefs night, would be no more. 
Nay, would God grant me youth again to chufe> 
And in my cradle cry, I would refiife. 

No ; could I be poflefs'd in life of all 
Men value moll, and which they bleflings call ; 
Could wifdom, worth, parts, eloquence, be mine ;; 
In higheft poft unenvy'd could I fhine ; 
Could I have many fons, and each well known 
By his great father's virtues, and his own ; 
The large, the tempting, boon I would difdain^ 
To tread life's path, in the ianie round, again. 
I'he mind hath nobler aims ; her high defires 
Nought can content, that changes or expires*. 
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GOD, in. his works, through the creation wide^. 
Then-manifefts his love to all belide ; 
Excepting, man, they may be hsupipy all ; 
Man his ow'n image, and earth's principal, 
Suffers alone unjuftly by his rod ! 
Ah ! — ^baniih 'plaints unworthy of the God.. 

Yet own we muft, in human life are found. 
A hoft of ills which ftill beliege it round :. 
Nor here, nor there, they fingle out a foe, , 
But at whole bodies aim th' impartial blow, . 



How 
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How manv thoufand wretches meet their fate, 
From warlike fur)'-, or tyrannic hate ! 
The cruel tyrant loads with galling chains. 
Studious of arts to aggravate man's pains ! 
And thoufands too (how many who can fay?) 
Sunk under want, dire famine fwccps away I 
How many fnatch'd by violent difeafe ! 
How many pain confumcs by flow degrees ! 
All guiltlefs thefe ! — for numbers I difdain 
By lull, by wine, and their own vices flain. 
Where is the meed of virtuous pious man ? 
Yet I afcribe to virtue all I can ; 
If fhe cannot the ills of life fupprefs. 
Teaching to bear them, fhe can make them lefs ; 
With hope refrcfh ; man to himfelf engage ; 
And calm the troubled waves of love and rage : 
But far file is, fo far from a fure guard, 
All human accidents from man to ward. 
That ofl, fuU oft, (if 'tis allow'd to fay) 
Virtue to certain danger leads the way. 
Under the yoke of pride rogues thrive the befl. 
An honefl man all tyrants flill detefl. 
How many patriots, of defert long-tried, 
By the blind rage of thofe they fav'd have died I 



A man 
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A man of genius let the world admire, 
The envious herd againft him all confpire. 
Ready to wound him with a viper s fting, 
And on his fairer fame their venom fling. 
'But grant, hy worth the fliades he diflipatc. 
At length arifc, and hold the helm of flate ; 
How muft he toil for an ungrateful race ! 
What fcandals bear of libellous difgrace ! 
What dangers meet, that from fcdition grow. 
Or from ambition of a pow'rful foe I 
Hear then thefe ills, fo near, and yet unknown,. 
Thou madman, fond of honours and renown ! 

Is private life a better ? no lefs there 
You fee rage, lufl, and vices, domineer. 
Fraud wearing friendfhip's guife, malignant fpitc,. 
Broils and deceits, and law infnaring right. 

But ftill one comfort, an engaging wife ; 
Safe, eafy, pleafanti your domcftic life ; 
Dear children fmile, and run to your embrace. 
Approaching age's fafc-guard, and its grace. 
Sure, what we feck is here, or no where is ! " 
Well, can no cares corrupt the piomis'd blifs }' 

7 Ah I 
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Ah ! cruel cafe ! too common, I might fay. 
When motley tempers draw a difFVent way ! 
"What fcale can try, if humours are alike, 
Before both fides the binding contradl ftrike ? 
Repent you may, not break the fetter faft ; 
Hard though your fate, the die of life is caft. 

And who can vouch, your honour-tin^hir'd race 
Shall clafp fair virtue in a clofe embrace ? 
But grant all this is to your wiflies juft ; 
Ah ! difinal (bene ! and what you leaft millruft { 
' Death crops at once this youthflil bloflbm gay. 
And hurries your domeftic hope away. 

Is evil virtue's child ? no : virtue bright 
Nothing exceeds, did all the world do right ; 
The golden ages would again revive ; 
But 'tis not ours in fuch an age to live. 

Seeing then worldly things fo much at odds. 
Two principles fome feign, two difF'rent gods. 
Malignant one, endu'd with wicked will, 
Who fends into the world all forts of ilL 

Another 
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Another prefent to af!brd his aid, 

And heal the evils by the fonner made. 

Hence chequer d life, mixt crops of good and ill ; 

In rofy coverts lurks the viper ftill. 

Are things thus folv'd ? then I would gladly know 

Such pow'r if equal in thofe gods, or no. 

If equal, all things foon would backward run 

To chaos old, or nought could have begun : 

For *tis a thing for ever underftood. 

That evU ftill is oppofite to good. 

But if unequal, foon the one muft yield. 

And by the other vanquifti'd quit the field : , 

The marks of war the vi<Sl»r would efface. 

And of the antient conteft leave no trace. 

Hence with thefe Magi's fiiftions, void of fenfe I 

And dirty Nile's amphibious monfters hence ! 

Says then the Stoic better ? he denies 
Goods to account thofe things we fondly prize ; 
Nor wealth nor fame, outward acceflion none* 
The fage efteems, or all enjoys alone : 
Unknown and poor, is richer than a king; 
Xrue I to be wife i« a moft glorious thing. 

K The 
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The Stoic likewife, felf-confiftent ftilJ, 

Imagines pain itfelf to be no ill : 

Bum him in flames, or fix him on the wheel. 

Flea him alive; thefe ills you make him feel, 

You ne'er can make him own ; * No ills !' he aries : 

What then ? he calls them * Inconveniencies.' 

Say, Stoic, whether good in your efteem 

Health, vigVous youth, and graceful beauty feem ^ 

* Not to be wifh'd, accepted only.'^ — Shame, 

Quibler 1 who teach in difF'rent words the fame. 

If only {pirit, you might expe6l an ^e 
Blefl here, without thi^ outward equipage : 
But, Stoic, call to mind who now you are. 
By birth a man, who foul and body fhare. 

But if externals follow fortune's law^ 
And ihe beflows them all, and can withdraw. 
On me and you by turns flie fmile and frown^ 
And of thefe things we nought can call our own, 
Where is this fage ? like us, within her pow'r, 
He veers each moment of the doubtful hour. 
Befides, this flrength of mind by you admir'd. 
On which depend all things to be defir'd, 

I How 
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How often is it ftunn'd by a difeafe ! 
Oft fo expung'd^ it.almoft feems to ceafe ! 
In council one*, and one-f- who, by the fword, 
Britannia's ahnoft defp'rate weal reftor'd, 
Are proofs of virtue's and of wifdom's powV, 
And how bright talents are a fading flow'r. 

Him too I add J, this latter age knew well. 
The beauties of whofe pen in all excel-; 
Diftinguifti'd for the drol's facetious art ; 
Graceftil in profe, or in the poet's part : 
How great, and how admir'4 1 and yet, alas I 
This very man (let a few years but pafs) 
See felf-fiirviving ; dead, yet drawing air 1 — ■ 
Nothii^ is. proof againft external war. 

Thy tenet, Stoic, yet we may forgive ; 
For, if nor meed nor punifhment furvive. 
Whither, ah I whither have we fteer'd our courfe ? 
Or what than our conclulion can be worfe ? 
For God unjuftly governs mui's aftairs. 
Or elfe, una<Slive, for them nothing cares ; 

^ Lord Somers. f Duke of Marlborough. t Dean Swifb» 

K a Or 
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Or if with equity the world he fleer. 
Then no good man can be unhappy here^ 
Nor here can any wicked man be bleft :— 
The tenet by the Stoic Se6l profeft. 

Mens minds how blind ! who loiter, when they fland 
Upon the confines of truth's promis'd land ; 
Jufl at the end, confounded in their thought. 
They quit the work ere to perfection wrought^ 
Stoic, own you that God doth right difpenfe ? 
See you not then jufl views in Providence ? 
Dare to proceed undaunted in the way, 
'Twill lead you on to life's eternal day. 
That day, you cry, ah I where ! '6s hid by night ? 
By fhades furrounded, 'tis conceal'd fi:om fight ! 
Not fo : thee blind\hy confidence hath made ; 
Hence is that night, nence that furrounding fhade. 
Becaufe you triumph, ere you conquefl gain ; 
Stop fhort, the whole unable to explain. 
Crowds of Greek fophifls, Perfian Magi, fo. — 
See I from one error many monfliers grow. 

The inTrence take : a God confefs we mufl ; 
• If this Creator then be wife and jufl. 

Who 
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Who made and guides this world, which channs the fight. 

Well fings our bard, ** whatever is, is right.'* 

But neither right nor jull, if conftant woe 

Attend the good, and vice triumphant go ; 

Yet there at laft all centers, if we lie 

All quite extinguifh*d by mortality. 

•' Whatever is, is right," take all in view ; 

K nought ilirvives us, the reverfe is true. 

The wife and good conneA both lives in one. 

Some flick on furface, dwell on words alone ; 

Parts fingle, not the fyftem vaft, fiirvey ; 

And crowd th' extenfive fcene into a day. 

All to this altar, their fole fendShiary, 

The thief, adult'rer, and aflaflin, fly. 

But God predeftin'd paths and laws precife. 
Which none can violate : virtue or vice 
Import not : petty man can nought reverfe. 
Nought change : things ftill prefenx their proper courfe. 

Tell me what laws you mean ? what order this ? 
One law for man, for brutes another is ; 
One for the mafs of things devoid of fenfe ; 
Matter hath gravity ; and 'tis fi:om hence 

By 
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By force and virtue, not its own, it a.Ss j 
Hence it attraAed is, and hence attra6b ; 
Excited hence is into motion hurl'd ; 
'Tis the machine that joins and moves the world. 

Thofe need I tell, to whom to breathe *tis giv'n ; 
Whether the feather'd kind, that wing the heav'n. 
Or peaceful herds, pr beafls of favage. ftrain ? 
Or creatures fofler'd in the teeming main ? 
Not any uncontroul'd and lawlefs rove ; 
But, or infpir'd by inftinA from, above, 
Or fharing reafon, fuch as ufe may claims 
They all move forward to, fome djeftin'dj aim^. 
See each his food moil diligently fave, 
Each his arms handle refolutely brave ; 
Produce his young, apid f<?^d with ftien<JJy f^e,: 
While they are w?ak, and need a parent's, care. 
Their labour this, this their deligh^ ; the reft i 
They hope nor fear, in this, employment blefl. 

But man expatiates in a larger field ; 
All things to his quick penetratipn yield : 
He traces an artificer fupreme 

Through the vail mundane frame, where, wonders teem. 

And 
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And when fuch jproofs of wildom he explores. 
The world's great Lord and Father he adores ; 
And, by a pailion for thefe beauties finit. 
The volume by the God fo fairly writ, 
Into this life propofes to tranflate. 
And by that niodel form his moral flate. 
As nothing is more godlike or more fair 
For public weal than an extended care ; 
He other men's efteems his own concerns. 
Nor, felf-regardful, on felf-center turns ; 
For country, all mankind, each living race. 
Doth that vaft orb, a patriot's heart, embrace. 

Beiides ; when natore man did hdplefs fi^me. 
By that fhe iix'd the laws of life the lame 
Still to remain ; that, forc'd by fcanly ftore. 
One man might ftill another's aid implore ; 
That public counfels might arife from each ; 
And to obtain thefe ends fhe gave him ^ech. 
Man's form with other animals compare. 
For felf-defence which {o unarmed are. 
But yet what force, infuperable might. 
That form acquires, if mutual love unite ? 

Love, 
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Love which, like gravity, in compa6): binds. 
And diflant limbs ailbciates to their kinds. 



This then 's the law engraven on the mind ; 
This takes its fiunStion from the God benign ; 
Common utility approves this law ; 
And man to this his genuine pleafiires draw. 

Whence from this law thefe deviations ftrange ? 
See licence, and fee luft, unbridled range I 
See cuftom ill, fee ignorance at bell I 
All ravage wide ! of men how few are bleft I 
Where the fun rifes, or where fets behold, 
Or climes by polar winds for ever cold. 
Or others heated by perpetual fire ; 
What indigence, what indolence confpire I 
What night, what error, cloUd the favage mind ! 
No mark of man but in the Ihape you find. 

Nay we, to whom more faving light's difplay'd 
By God, who fent religion to our aid. 
That lacred guard, who guides us by the hand, 
(Guides, but not drives, by abfolute command) 



See 
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See how relu6lant we her voice obey, 
Hating th* immortal beam, the profFer'd day ; 
Quitting the light, are led by comments vain, 
And empty gloffes of the fchools maintain. 
With zeal implacable, alas ! we fight 
. For all this tinfel, as the altar's right. 
Maflacres hence I hence Ipilt fraternal blood I 
From piety what impious deeds have flow'd ! 

Unpunifh'd licence roves the world around ; 
And farther ftill doth wrong and right confound; 
The giant this, that ftrives to fcale the fky. 
And boldly raife mountains on mountains high. 
Sees God this fcene ? or the bolt vainly throw ? 
Or feel not breafts immortal human woe ? 
He fees : the meed will follow, though now ftaid ; 
Nor vengeance is lefe certain, though delay'd. 

Nor do I doubt indeed, that even now 
God interpofes in affairs below. 
And (left all proof fhould be forgotten quite 
Of aid divine to vindicate the right) 
At times he fignal inftances difplays. 
Through trembling nations, of his wond'rous ways. 

T. Yet 
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Yet thefe are rare, and not for ev'ry end. 

As fuperftition rafhly will pretend ; 

Who, where fhe lifts, of heav'n employs the rod. 

And wrefts his weapons from the thund'ring God. 

Nor am I not convinc'd what conicience can : 
Not unrewarded here the virtuous man : 
Nor doft thou, villain, not feverely grieve ; 
The world thou may'ft,-but not thyfelf, deceive ; 
The furies fcourge ; care gnaws, (a cruel gueft ;) 
And memory tormenting haunts thy breaft. 

What, when with thefe difeafes at thee fly 
(Difeafes, prefents due from luxury) 
Confumption flow, gout's rack and torment dire» 
The fwelling dropfy, cramp, and hectic fire, 
A mortal band ? hence what of life remains 
Goes ling'ring on, devoured by cruel pains. 
Whofe only hopes are life, of life are tir'd ; 
Death they defire, yet fear the death defir'd, 



But if a villain at old age arrives. 
He draws not thence one comfort while he lives. 



Neither 
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Neither delicious fruits from friendfhip's tree 
He gathers ; nor at virtue's banquet he 
On good men's praife, or on his own, e'er feeds, 
When he in thought revolves his former deeds. 
Then fly his old debauch'd companions all : 
The flatt'rer vile deferts the empty hall ; 
And then, alas 1 the melancholji fcene ! 
If, as he muft, he turns his eyes within ; 
No fpecSbre, like his own, the wretch can fright ; 
He views himfelf, and fhudders at the light. 
When death flands near, and brandifhes the dart, 
Threat'ning to ftrike the blow, to ev'ry art 
He then recurs, both anxious and afraid. 
Calling the pow'r of med'cine to his aid, 
A little to prolong his wretched years, 
And drag on life amidfl a thousand cares. 
But, if life's big with ills, and death devour 
The man entire, why dreadftil the lafl hour ? 
"Tis, that the bravo feels, I know not what, 
Dire apprehenfion of his future lot. 

View th6 reverfe : — ^How blifsful flows their time, 
Whofe life is innocent, and free from crime ! 

L a Who 
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Who know the world by merit to engage, 
Or by inventions rare enrich the age. 
Praife, flowing from ne6lareous fprings within, 
Shews both their mind and countenance ferene. 
Nor fear, nor envious care, difturb their reft ; 
Nor luft, nor wine, have nature's ftrength deprefs'd. 
Safe from her ftroke, nor fwell'd by fortune's breath. 
The man is arm'd whofe hope tranfcends his death. 
When age with years fleals on by flow degrees. 
With the fame joy, he death approaching fees, 
As one, long tofl: in ftorms, difcerns at lafl: 
A port and refuge from misfortunes pafl:. 
That man alone trembles, when death is near. 
Who for himfelf feels this foreboding fear, 
Left any thing fhould paft the grave endure ; 
Not he, who leads an upright life and pure. 
This plumes himfelf, and, like the golden ray 
With light diffus'd, fmiles at the clofe of day. 
His better hopes e'en here in triumph move. 
And wiflies yield fome tafl:e of joys above. 

Such once was Hough * ; a man, whofe image bleft 
Still lives recorded in my faithful breaft 1 

* fiifhop of Worcefter, turned out of Magdalen College by James II. 

The 



OF THE SOUL. 77 

The mitre*s pride : guard of a nation free, 

When times requir'd a champion great as he ; 

Who reach'd well nigh a century in age, 

And trod with dignity this mortal ftage : 

With honours crown'd, which vernal fweets difpenfe ; 

And unimpair'd in faculty or fenfe ; 

Exempt from pain ; nor wafted by difeafe ; 

Regal'd with life ; from life retir'd with eafe ; 

As fome fam'd aAor from the fcene withdraws, 

Whilft the whole theatre refounds applaufe ; 

Or with applaufe the vi<ftof, having run, 

Claims the Olympic palm with glory won. 

Thefe are full proofs how flrongly confcience a6ls ; 

Man's heart with hope relieves, with fear diftradls. 

What means that hope, I alk, or whence that dread. 

If neither hopes nor fears can reach the dead ? 

See all things here confpiring to prefage. 

And, herald like, proclaim a future age 1 

Then, good or bad, be here a wife man's ftate. 

Life he'll not covet, nor morofely hate ; 

For, when compell'd with fortune to conteft. 

He feels an inward comfort in his breaft ; 

But, if there rife a favourable gale. 

He calls to mind how fleeting and how frail 

Are 
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Are fortune's goods ; if goods you deem they are 
Which you may lofe, or merit not your care. 

Nor fear, left hence more languid prove his mind. 
Backward to a6l the part of life affign'd ; 
That he from toil and danger will retire, 
When public fervice fhall his aid require : 
The man, who can thefe outward things defpife. 
Stronger doth grow, and more exalted rife ; 
Arm'd againft all events is lefs a flave, 
Where virtue calls invincible and brave. 

But ftill the man you cenfure, whom to right 
Not virtue's charms, but hopes of gain invite ; 
Who, bhnd to honour, fordidly regards 
From virtuous deeds fome pofthumous rewards. 
The truly virtuous man is he, you cry, 
(Were there no profpe<ft of futurity) 
Whom beauteous order's melody attradbs, 
And the fole fenfe of decency dire<fts. 
Nor bad is he who ftops not here, becaufe 
He keeps his ft«ady eye where nature draws ; 
On hope innate who doth exulting fly 
Beyond this life, to endlefs joys on high. 

And 
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And tell me, pray, his meed ; or what his views ? 
Tis no mean thing which fuch a man purfues. 
Him nor vile ufuFy, nor crouded train, 
Nor falfe applaufe, nor glory's taudry flain. 
Lying ambition fowing low alarm. 
Nor title's empty iplendour, ever charm : 
But where true honour, nature where benign, 
And where the dignity of human kind. 
Point out the road, he'll manfully purfue ; 
And to paft virtues will add virtues new ; 
And, whiM compell'd to wreftle in this ftate, 
Prepare his talents for a better fete. 

We other mortals here drive to and fro. 
Like fhips at fea, as varying winds may blow ; 
And, ftruggling hard through difF'rent ways, we try 
Shadows tx) feize, which our embriaces fly. 
And as in infancy the puling boy 
Eagerly flrives to grafp fome trifling toy. 
And foon to lay it by as fond appears ; 
So men but children are in riper years. 
Let but a man hold this perfuafion faft. 
That the foul's prefent life is not its lafl, 

a His 
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His future hope fecures his prefent good. 
Nor empty wifhes longer here delude. 
For whilft man's mind is reftlefs to fecure 
Good that is permanent, lincere, and pure. 
It cannot hope now to enjoy that blifs, 
Becaufe we journey in a world like this ; 
Where wrong and right together blended are, 
And ever to our joy fucceeds our care. 
Trifles are doated on in wifdom's fpite ; 
'Mongft fcented rofes blooms the aconite ; 
All things are mix'd, fleeting, deceitful all ; 
Nought here is as we wifli, or ever fliall. 
Who knows but God (were it allow'd to know 
The fecrets of his will) things temper fo. 
Still fortune's mafs with evils mixeth up. 
And bitters pours into the dulcet cup. 
That friendly-chaften'd man this earth may moan, 
Learn to defpife, and trull in heav'n alone ; 
Where he will find at laft a certain feat. 
And fi*om his labours here the fole retreat. 

Come then, the Him of all colle6t ; furvey 
With me, who now have trod, the doubtful way : 

'Midft 
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'MidA latent rocks, aiid fhaliovrs blind, have paft 
O'er error's waves ; and fpy the port at kill. 

This mind, which thinks jmd wills,^^ hod not ks birth, 
Nor is composM, frc«n elements of earth. 
Somewhat by nature then immortal 'tis. 
But God, who gave it being, «tn dij&nifs; 
Tis granted, God can. make i* ceafe to be;. 
But never fiich- will be divine deci>ee': 
For not in vain ifr giv'n that pow'r to know 
Things fo remote from this our ftate below : 
'Tis not in vain, eternity infpires 
The nobleft thoughts and ftrongeft wifhes fires : 
*Tis not in vain, perfection's form's imprefs'd 
Upon the mind, and dwells within the breaft. 

Now if both equity and juftice tell, 
It fhould be ill with vice, with. virtue well. 
And neither happen on this mortal ftage. 
It then mufl happen in another age. 
Then this now rude, and now diforder'd fcene, 
(As it regards mankind alone I mean) 
Unworthy of a Godhead juft and wife, 
The cloud withdrawn, will open to the eyes 5 

M Colours 
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Colours of things be view*d in geniiine light. 
And their trae harmony reveal'd to iight 
Believe not this 1 — ^What proof a Grod prefides. 
Who all things with deiign and order guides ? 
Gr does he all the reft direA with art, ^ 
And only fail in this, the nobleft, part ? 
Not fo : the time will come (enquire not how) 
It is enough that, after death, we know 
God from the chaff wUl winnow the good feed, 
And guilt and innocence receive their meed. 
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PREFACE 



SOME yesfs aga tfie following perfortnance was im- 
dertaken for amufement ; and it is hoped the revifal 
and pubfication wifl not be thonght entirely vanity. ,If 
it may fbmetimes excite mirth in the reader, that is not 
the principal aim and intention ; which is to make him 
wifer> by exhibiting a pi<$hire of life by a mafterly hand. 
What ihall I call it ? It is a tranflation or imitation of 
Martial, or both* Not of all his epigrams ; that would 
be unpardonable. Many are foil of obfcenity, beneath a 
man; others of adulation, unbecoming a Roman; and 
great numbers concerning his own writings are omitted,, 
for fear of cloying the readier. Some few will not admit 
of a tranflation, and not a few are too trifling to deferve 
it; and of this laff fort, perhaps I might have been for- 
^ven if I had retrenched more. What 1 ha.ve felecfted' 

are 
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are generally moral or inftruAive ; in which a great va- 
riety of chara6ters is introduced ; and the follies and foi- 
bles of many are juftly ridiculed. Thefe follies and foi- 

I 

bles are the lame in afl ages ; and among all people, re- 
fembling each other in opulence. For man, who in 
thought can traverfe the univerfe, is confined in action 
to the narrow labyrinth of this life ; where he is ever 
changing the walks in fearch of fomething new and enter- 
taining; but in all the variety cannot difcover one which 
hath not been irod before. What was pra6Hfed at 
Rome, near fevcnteen hundred years fince, is now going 
on at London. Shift but the fcene, and you would think 
Martial was lafhing our times. The cap fits exa6tiy. 
Therefore, to entertain the reader, inftead of attending, 
him to the Capitol, I go with hini to Paul's ; and con- 
du<St him through the moft remarkable parts of the town 
and its environs ; where, inftead of a conful or praetor, he 
meets with the fpeaker or lord mayor; and not with 
Marcus, Caius, or Publius, but with Jack, Tom, Harry, 
and the reft of his acquaintance. Many of the Roman 
cuftoms are very different from ours ; and in thofe cafes 
I am forced to take a latitude, and make the parallel fuit , 
as well as I can. For inftance, fupper was their beft 

meal. 
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meal, and dinner is ours ; and therefore, when the Roman 
flips, the Engliihman often dines. I cannot make the 
laft a candidate for the confulate, but I can for a feat in 
parliament. He goes not to Baiae but Bath; not to 
Anxur, but Harrow. He bathes not every day, but ap- 
pears at Ranelagh, &c. 

I have added in an Appendix fuch epigrams as I found 
in Cowley, or the Spectator, as a defert to a coarfe en- 
tertainment. Thefe I could not tliink of attempting; 
fince thofe by worfe hands might make mine of little 
value. There may be many more difperfed in mifcella- 
nies ; but they have not fallen in my way. If I had met 
with any which I have translated, I would not have made 
the world a worfe prefent. For I am far from thinking 
that I am a favourite of the Mufes, or that Apollo will 
place me in any eminent ftation. On the contrary (au- 
rem vellit) he admonifhes me, as my years ought to do, 
and to make me fay, with a wifer man (nunc itaque et 
' verfus et caetera ludicra pono) that I renounce poetry and 
trifles. But 1 have before mentioned my motive to this 
attempt ; and of all fpecies of verfe, this is the leafl dif- 
couraging. It requires not (os magna fonaturum) pom- 
3 pous 
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pous and fublime expreflSoas ; but (fonnoni propiora) tli« 
moft eafy and femiUar. The tranflator or iQiitator is only 
to adapt the idioms and parallels ; the hint or thought % 
fiimilhed by the original. And, indeed, little can aay of 
my countrymen now expe^ to fucceed on their own fiuui 
Pamaflus hath been culled from top to bottom, and fcarce 
a wreath more is to be gathered there. Engliih poetry 
hath been carried to its height ; and^ as the Latin from 
the Auguftan age was in its decline, purs is fo at prefent. 
Not very many are the pieces now extant, and one may 
venture to prophefy that fewer will appear hereafter, 
which can or will be read with pleafure, after Shakfpeare^ 
Milton, Dryden, and Pope. 

I have one favour to beg of the reader, that, where- 
ever any character is ridiculed, and I ufe any conmion 
name or title, he would not apply it to individuals. 
Such names and titles are taken up at adventure, fome- 
times for the fake of found or metre ; and in general to 
make the ^igram appear more natural and familiar. And 
I can with truth and fincerity declare, that I never once 
had a particular perfon in my view. Were I to cenfure 
others, my own foibles would reprove me. And it would' 

ill 
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ill become me to ridicule my neighbour, who lay fo 
open to ridicule myfelf. Nor have I the leaft provoca- 
tion; for, I thank Grod, I, have no enemy. I know of 
none, and ihould be forry to create any ; and to offend, 
where I. intended to divert. If any thing is' applied, I 
am innocent ; and there can be but one of thefe two 
perfons to blame ; either he who applies unjuftly, or he 
who deferves the application. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 

Epigram IV. To his Book. 

'Why in Pall-mall with Dodfley will you dwell. 
When in my defk you ftill might lodge fo weU ? 
Little you know how nice "the taile in town : 
The meanefl: of mankind are critics grown. , 
Sneerers abound ; the beau, Hie man in years, 
llie boy at fchool, the fcofF of Bentiey wears. . 
They cry, * Extremely fine 1' You gorge the lye ; 
But foon in rodcets to the ^^u^ fhall fly. 
You, who caftration dread, who hate my ftrokes« 
And grave correAion^of your idle jokes. 
On wanton wing now flgh abroad to roam : 
Away : — ^but you might lafer be at home. 

N 2 Ep. DC. 
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Ef. IX. 

That you, like Thrafea, or like Cato, great, 
Purfue their maxims, but decline their fate ; 
Nor rafhly point the dagger to your heart ; 
More to my wifh you a<ft a Roman's part. 
I like not him, who fame by death retrieves : 
Give me the man, who merits praife, and lives* 

Ep. XI. 

To lady Mary — ^Belair makes addrefles : 
Prefents he makes, fighs, prefles, and profefles. 
Is fhe fo fair ? — ^No lady fo ill off. 
What is fo captivating then ? — ^her cough. 

Ep. XIV. 

When the chafle Arria drew the reeking fword 
From her own breaft, and gave it to her lord ; 
This wound, {he faid, believe me, I deipife ; 
I feel that deeper by which Paetus dies. 



Ep. XVL 
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Ep. XVI. 

Thou, whom (if faith or honour recommends 
A friend) I rank amongft my deareft friends, 
Remember, you are now almofl threefcore t 
Few days of life remain, if any more. 
Defer not, what no future time infures : 
And only what is paft, efteem that yours. 
SuccefSve cares and trouble for your flay ; 
Pleafure not fo ; it nimbly fleets away. 
Then feize it fafl ; embrace it ere it flies j 
In the embrace it vanifhes and dies. 
I'll live to-morrow, will a. wife man fay ? 
To-morrow is too late, then live to-day^ 

Ep. XXn. 

The hand, which flruck the fervant for the king,^ 

Did in the fire itfelf a vi6tim fling. 

The dreadful wonder mov'd the pious foe : 

He fnatch'd the man fi*om flames, and let him go.. 

Mucins, unn^iov'd, the hand to bum decreed ; 

Porfena could not view the tragic deed. 

That hand by felling gain'd a nobler fame ; 

Aad lefs had done, had it not mifs'd its aim. 

Ep. XXVL 



/ 



94 SELECT EPIGRAMS. 

Ep. XXVI, 

Your book, Sir George, now give to public ufe : 
From your rich fond the polifh'd piece produce : 
Which will defy the Louvre's nicer laws j 
And from our critics here cc»nmand af^laufe. 
Fame at your portal waits ; the door why barr'd ? 
Why loth to take your labour's juft reward ? 
Let works live with you, which ^1 long furvive ; 
For honours after deajHi too.kte arrive. 

Ep. XXXIV. 

Her father dead 1 — Alone no grief ihe knows ; 
Th' obedient tear at ev'ry vifit flows. 
No mourner he, who muft with praife be fee'd ! 
But he, who mourns in fecret, mourns indeed ! 

Ep. XXXVIL 

Fraternal love in fuch ftrong currents runs. 
That, were your fate like that of Leda's fons. 
This were the fingle, but the gen'rous, ftrife. 
Which for the other firft fliould yield his life : , 



He 
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He firft would cry, who firft fhould breath relign. 
Live thou, dear brother, both thy days and mine. 

Ep. XL. 

Is there a friend, like thofe diftinguiih'd few, 
Renown'd for i&ith, whom former ages knew j 
Polifh'd by art, in ev'ry fcience wife ; 
Truly imcere, and gt>od without di%ii£e ; 
Guardian of right, who dodi by honour fleer; 
Who makes no pray'r, but all the world may hear j 
Who doth on fortitude of mind dq)end ? 
I know indeed, but dare not name, that friend. 

Ep. XLHL 

When Porcia was infixm'd her lord was dead,. 
And the floFn dagger fought in vain, fhe faid,. 

* Think ye, the means are wsmting to expire ? 

* Are ye fo ill inftnufted by my fire ?' 
The burning coals then greedily devoured : 
Crying, * Unkind attendants, keep the fword' 

Ep.lv. 
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Ep. LV. 

You, whom jnour faithful friends furround, 
Can there within your breaft be found 
One place another friend to grace ? 
Oh 1 grant to me that happy phu^e ! 
Refiife me not, becaufe untry'd ; 
So once were all your friends beiide. 
Weigh well the man ; for from the new 
May grow a good old friend and true. 

Ep. LVIII. 

You alk me, dear friend, * What lafs I'd enjoy :* 
I'd have one, that's neither too coming nor coy. 
A medium is beft, that gives us no pain. 
By too much indulgence, or too much difdain. 

Ep. LH. 

Whilft Milton's iread, or filver Thames fhall run. 
Will great Augufta boaft her greater fon : 
Avon {hall flow as proud of Shakfpeare's name ; 
Alike in genius, and the next in fame. 

5 Waller 
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Waller polite from Hertford's bounds removes, 
To court the fair in Penfhurft's ravifh'd groves. 
The lofty Denham, from Hibernia's fhore, 
Makes Cooper's Hill what Pindus was before. 
Hear Cowley's infant cries 1 the town he hates : 
Bear him, ye f\y^ans, to Chertfey's gr^en retreats. 
But let her Prior in the town remain. 
With well-wrought tales his town to entertain. 
The Coritani deck their Dryden s bays : 
Th' accomplifh'd Addifon his Belgae praife. 
Pope's Windfor Dryads liften to his verfe ; 
And at his grot the Naiads flack their courfe. 
Comavian climes the merry Butler bore ; 
And tender Otway grac'd my native fhore *. 

Notes explanatory of the foregoing Epigram. 

♦ Milton was born in London, 1608. — Shakfpeare at Stratford on Avon, 1564. 
— Waller at Colefhil in Hertfordlhire, on the confines of Bucks, 1605.— Denham 
at Dublin, 1615, — Cowley at London, 1618. — Prior at London, 1664. — Dryden 
at Oldwinde in Northamptonfhire, 1631. — Addifon at Milftoh in Wiltfliirc, 1671. 
Pope in Windfor Forefl, . — Butler at Strenfliam in Worcefterihire, 1612.— 
Otway at Trotton in Suflex, 1651. 

N. B. The Roman Coriuai included Northamptonfliir* j the Belgae, Wiltlhire; 
and the Corhavii, Worcefterihire. 
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Ep. LXXIV. 

Your wife^s the plaineii piece a man csm fee : 
No foul would touch hec, whiM yoa left her free ! 
But, fince to guard her jcm employ aff- arte, 
The rakes befiege her. — ^You 're a man of parit&t 

Ep. LXXXVIL 

Sir Formal^s houie adjoining ftands t 

We from our windows may fhake han^ 

Bleft fituation ! you will fay. 

Do not you envy me, I pray. 

Who may, at early hours and Tate^ 

Enjoy a friend fo intimate ? 

Sir Formal is to me as near 

As is the conful at Algier. 

So far from intimacy is it. 

We feldom fpeak, we never viiit. 

In the whole town no foul can be 

So near, and yet fo far fit)m me. 

Ti^ time for him or me to ftart ; 

We cannot meet, unlefs we part. 
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Would you Sir Fonnal keep aloof. 
Take lodgings under the fame ropf, 

Ep. XC. 

Your powder'd nole you thruft in ev'ry ear, ■ 

And whifper that which all the world may hear; 

In whifpers fmile, or wear a difhial fece : 

In whifpers flate, or eUe lament, the cafe : 

Now hum a tune, judicious now appear. 

Now hold your tongue, now hollow in the ear. 

1? this a fecret too ? Your accent raife ; 

We love the king, whom you in whifpers praiie. - 

Ep. C. 

When, fome time fince, you had not clear 
Above three hundred pounds a year. 
You liv'd fo well, your bounty fuch. 
Your friends all wifli'd you twice as much ; 
Heav'n with our wiihes foon complied ; 
In fix months four relations died. 
But you, fo far from having more. 
Seem robb'd of what you had before : 

O a A greater 
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A greater miier ev'iy day, 
Live in a curfed ftarving way : 
Scarce entertain us once a year ; 
And then not worth a groat the cheer : 
Seven old companions, men of fenfe. 
Scarce coft you now as many pence. 
What fhall we wifh you on our part ? 
What wifh can equal your defert ? 
Thouiands a year may heaven grant I 
Then you will ftarve, and die for want I 

N.B. The 56th by Cowley.— nStb, by OWham.— ift in Spe6btor 
446.— 69th in SpedUtor 113. 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 



Ep. IIL 

Y OXJ fay, you nothing owe ; and fo I fay : 
He only owes, who fomething hath to pay. 

Ep. V. 

May I not live, but, were it in my pow*r. 
With thee I'd pais both day and night each hour. 
Two miles I go to fee you ; and two more 
"When I return ; and two and two make four. 

Often 
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Often denied ; often fi-om home you 're gone : 
Are bufy oft ; and oft would be alone. 
Two miles, to fee you, give me no great pain : 
Four, not to fee you, go againft the grain. 

Ep. XI. 

See you the cloud on yonder mortal's face ? 
Walking the Mall, the laft who <juits the plac^ i 
In tragic filence, and in dumps profound, 
His nofe almoft draws ftirrows on the ground : 
His wig he twitches, aivl he canes the air. 
Is he for friend or brother in defpair ? 
'Tis no fuch thing. Two fons with him do dwell : 
They both are promifing, they both are well : 
So his good wife, for whom we all do pray : 
Safe are his bags ; nor fervants run away : 
Duly accounts his ileward for his rent ; 
And by his bailiff's care his crops augment. 
Say from what caufe can fpch affli6lion come I 
Is there not caufe ? ye gods ! he fups at home. 

Ep. XVI. 

Vainlove is ill : his illnefs is his bed, 
Made up of chintz and filks prohibited t 

Near 
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Near it an Indian fcreen, and work'd fetteey 

Inflame his fever to a high degree. 

When he is well, thefe fopp'ries are not feen 1 

They make him lick, and give us too the fpleen. 

Difmifs his doctors, and apply my fpell ; 

Let him change beds with me, and he'll be welL 

Ep. XVIIL 

I haunt your table, led by my ill fkr : 
And you another's : — ^then we 're on a par. 
Your levee I frequent : and ybu go far 
Unto another's : — ftill we 're on a par. 
I, your led captain, walk before you bare : 
You are another's : — ^flill we 're on a par. 
Though fervant, yet I'll be no fervant's Have s 
A mafter Ihould himfelf no mailer have* 

E?. XXX. 

When twenty pounds Yd borrow of a friend. 
One, who might give me more as well as lend ; 
Bleft in his ft)rtune ; my companion old ; 
Whol^ coffers, and whofe ptirfe-ftrings, crack with gold? 

*>Tura 



yo4 SELECT EPIGRAMS. 

* Turn lawyer, and you'll foon grow rich,' he cries ; 
Give what I afk, my friend : — 'tis not advice. 

Ep. XXXII. 

Will and I differ ; — ^who fo great as Will ? 
Too great for you. — ^And Tom is greater flill. 
My neighbour Cringer trefpafleth my land ; 
You dare not favourites at court withfland. 
The widow Scrapeall doth my goods withold ; 
You anfwer, ihe is childlefs, rich, and old. 
How can I ferve a friend that is not free ? 
Free be the man, who would my mafler be. 

Ep. XXXVn. 

You fweep my table : faufages and chine, 
A capon, on which two at leafl may dine. 
Smelts, fJaHmonj flurgeon, birds of ev'ry feather, 
Dripping with fauce, you wrap up all together ; 
And give it to your fervant home to bear ; 
Leaving us nothing, but to fit and flare. 
For fhame ! reflore the dinner ; eafe our forrow : 
I did not afk you, fir, to dine to-morrow. 

4 Ep. XLin. 
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I 

Ep. XLIII. 

Still in your mouth, and at your fingers ends, 

Thefe words : — *■ All things are common amongft friends.' 

Fine cloth, or Genoa velvet, is your coat : 

A tatter*d fcare-crow mine, not worth a groat. 

With tables of mahogany you 're ftor'd : 

I have but one, and that a beecheri board. 

The ample falmon iills your golden difh : 

The crab my platter, colour'd like the fifh. 

Your fervants fpruce ; each feems a Ganymede : 

Me a dumb-waiter ferves whene'er I feed. 

For old acquaintance do you nothing care } 

From fo much riches can you nothing fpare ? 

Is your exprefCon a vain fong, which ends 

Where it begun ? — ^All 's common amongft friends. 

Ep. XUV. 

.y • - • 

The fcrivener, who of late fo rich is grown, 
Whom we have long fo intimately known. 
Saw my coat Jac'd, my boy in liv'ry wait, 
dAnd on my fide-board a fmall piece of plate : 

P He 
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He thence concludes, I'm now extravagant ;, 
And, fearing I may his affiftance want. 
He mumbles to himfelf, that I may hear,. 

* My God ! what will become of one this year f 

* Seven thouikoyd pounds to Gripe> to Shylock fo^r 

* I owe ; and to my broker as much isiore I 

* And not one farthing by me I nor can get 1* 
How great, old friend, is your Chsage-^Uey wil I 
To aik, and be desied, is hard, aE kopw :. 
Before I aik, is mc& exiremdor io. 

Ep. xLvm. 

Wine, and good £3^0^ and my o^vn perfcm mpc^ 

Backgammon-taHes, and a pair of dice. 

Books very few, but thoie all cholen ri^t,. 

One only friend, and hum not uapolite, 

A man and maid, both honeft, free from crime. 

Both neat and handy, and m age^s prime. 

Grant me in any comer of the land : 

Yours be the ttmn.; or yours tbe woddfs CQnnoabdl 

6 ts. Lvm 



SELECT EPIGRAMS. 107 

Ep. LVIII. 

You're fine; and ridiciile my thread-bare go\m 
Thread-bare indeed it is ;--^)but 'tis my own. 

Ep. LXIV. 

Sometimes a la^er, ^mietinAe^ a divifie. 
You fay you*ll Ibe ^ yet neitlier au« in fine 5 
Before you fe jcmf ijhoJee, you l<^ ^ age^ 
Fit to retirje, before you mount the llage. 
Three biihops are gone off within the year ; 
If you have any foul you*li now appear. 
Or elfe, there's fo much buiine& in the laws, 
A poll, if robb'd, could never wJEHit a caufe. 
Roufe ( m this woiid begin tp preadi or plea<l c 
You'll make a (birry dean or ileijeant dead. 

Ep. LXV. 

Why feem you dead io «dl the joys of life ? 
Have I not oaufe, yott fs^ : — I'v-e loQ. my wife. 
Oh ! curfed fate 1 and oh ! misfortune dire ! 
That -oftc fo wealthy fhould fo foon expire 1 

V a Who 
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Who left you twice five hundred annual rent ! 
— ^I*m fony you have had this accident. 

Ep. LXXI. 

Nothing I fee your candour can exceed, 

My diflichs whenfoe'er you pleafe to read ^ 

From Dryden or from Pope you cite a line. 

To fhew how much they both fall fhort of mine: 

Such foils, no doubt, make mine appear more tsddng. 

Yet I fhould chufe fome verfes of your making. 

Ep. LXXIV. 

What trains before, what trains behind him ride ! 

What crouds of friends fupport him on each fide I 

Such multitudes did never with lord-mayor. 

On folemn feflival, to Paul's repair : 

You gazing cry, * How times with him are mended I 

* May never friend of mine be thus attended !' 

Envy him not : the matter I'll explain : 

You fee his mortgage, and 'tis Trapland's train. 

Ep. LXXVIL 
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Ep. LXXVII. 

My Epigrams are long in your conceit : 
Much fitter for a groom than judge of wit. 
Long, in your fenfe, the giants in Guildhall, 
And fliort the Britifh king on Ludgate wall. 
Learn, that the Uiad and the JEjaeid fhines, 
Though each contains {o many thouiand lines. 
Works are not long, fi*om which you nought can take : 
But long the very diflichs which you make. 

Ep. LXXVni. 

What place to keep your ice in I approve, 

You aik : — ^Your kitchen chimney, or your ftove- 

Ep. LXXX. 

Himfelf he flew, when he the foe would fly : 
What madnefs this, for fear of death to die 1 

N. B. The 53d, 68th, and 90th, by Cowley^ 
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Ep. X. 



Y OUR ^fhesr ga^e you a laige monthly pay ; 

And this continued to 1ms dyii^ day : 

Yet want ftUl fdh>w'd doie your luxury ^ 

And d^ly vices daUy crav*d fup|4y : 

Bist, Aow he all hath left you^ and ia dead. 

By being heir you're difinherited. 

Ep/XXXI, 
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Ep. XXXI. 

I own in manors you have large command ; 

And rich in houfes are as well as land ; 

You have in mortgages a vaft eftate : 

Your tabfe elegant, and ferv'd in plate : 

Defpife not your inferiors on this fcore : 

More once had Verres, Cheatall now hath more. 

Ep. XXXVIII. 

A. To town what caufe, or rather what ill ftar. 

Hath brought my friend ? fay what your profpe<Sbi are. 

B. More eloquent than Murray I will be : 
In the four Courts not one ihall rival me. 

A. Some, whom we know, in hall their time have loil : 
Others have rid the circuit, and paid coft. 

B. If that won't do, verfes compofe I will» 
Equal to Maro's! A. That is wilder ftill. 

In window'd hofe, and garments twice convey'd, ' 
Our Ovids and our Virgils arc array'd. 
B. Then I'll attend the great. A . How few thrive by it ! 
The reft all ftarve upon fo thin a diet. 

B. Ten 
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B. Tell me then what to do : here live I mull. 

A. You 're a good man ; and in tlie Lord muft tnift. 

Ep, XLIV. 

You come : away flies ev'ry mother's fon : 

On Bagfhot Heath you can't be more alone. 

If you afk why ? — ^You are bewitch'd with rhime : 

And this, believe me* is a dangerous crime. 

Robb'd of her whelps a tigrefs thus we fhun ; 

Or viper bafking in the noon-day fun. 

Not more the dreadfiil fcorpion's fting we fear. 

Than this inceflant lugging by the ear. 

Standing or fitting, you repeat your lays : 

On my clofe-lftool I hear them ; in my chaife. 

Your trumpet on the water fhikes my ear. 

I at Vauxhall no other mufic hear. 

When dinner waits, you feize me by the button : 

At table plac'd,' you drive me from my mutton j 

From a fweet nap you roufe me by your fong. 

How much by this yourfelf and me you wrong ! 

The man of worth the poet makes us fly ; 

And by your verfe we lofe your probity. 

Q Ep. XLVI. 
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Ep. XLVI. 

How often do you afk me to go down. 

To aid your intereft in your borough town ? 

I would do all to fen^e you that I can. 

Yet cannot go ; but I will fend my man. 

You lay 'tis not the feme : I'll prove it more ; 

I fcarce can follow you ; he'll go before. 

Is there a mob ? he'll elbow fcSks away ; 

I am infirm, not us'd to fuch rough play. 

I can't repeat the pop'lar things you fay ; 

He will extol them more than once a day. 

Is there a quarrel ? he'll be very loud ; 

I am aiham'd to bully in a croud. 

What ! will my friend do nothing then ? fay you : 

All, that a fervant cannot do, I'll do. 

Ep. LX. 

Me, as a friend, to fupper you invite : 
Why have we then our iiipper difF'rent quite ? 
Colchefter oifters you, arid mufcles I ; 
Yours perigord, and mine a mutton pie. 

I have 
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I have no rarities, you eat them up : 

Strange ! I fhould with you and without you fup. 

Came I to fee the king at table hither ? 

If we muft eat, pray let us eat together. 

Ep. LXI. 

Tis a mere nothing that you aik, you ciy : 
If you afk nothing, nothing I deny. 

Ep.LXII. 

Upon rich liv'ries no expence you ^)are : 
Your Rhenifh older than the firft French war : 
Your little cabinet coft hundreds three : 
And full as much your little carv'd fettee : 
Your gilded coach a moderate eftate : 
More than a houfe your pad is valued at. 
Think you, you fhew a foul by this expence ? 
A little one it is, and void of fenfe. 

Ep! LXIII. 

You're a fine man, as all the world agree : 
Tell me what 'tis ; for 'tis unknown to me. 
A fine man's one who curls and powders well ; 
One, who of eflence and perfume doth fmell ; 

Q a Can 
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Can huiii an op*ra air, or brifk or grave ; 

And his white hand in ev*ry gefture wave ; 

Sitting the live-long day among the fair. 

And ever tatling fomewhat in their ear ; 

Still writing, reading, fending billet-doux ; 

And fears you'll touch his fiockings with your fhoes ; 

Knows who loves who ; to ev'ry vifit runs ; 

Talks of a lord, or horfe, their fires and fans. 

Of a fine man is this th* account you bring ? 

A fine man is a very trifling thing. 

Ep. LXVI. 

Alike great Pompey and fage Tully bled : 

Sever'd alike each venerable head. 

Rome on that head her laureFd triumphs (kw ; 

Heard her free voice from this enforce her law. 

You, Antony, Photinus have outdone ; 

His was his mafler's crime, but your's your own. 
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J. WAS from a fpout, which pours into the ftreet* 
And makes the pavement flipp'iy to the feet. 
An icicle depending grew, mitil 
By its own weight the pcmd'rous ruin fell. 
Struck on the neck a hoy upon the ground ; 
Wounded to death, then melted in the wound. 
From cruel fortune can we more endure ?, 
If waters flab, where can we be fecure ? 

Ep, XXI. 
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Ep. XXI. 

Selius aflerts, there is no providence ; 

And what he thus aflerts, he proves from hence ; 

That fuch a villain as himfelf ftill lives ; 

And, what is more, is courted too, and thrives. 

Ep. XXXII. 

The bee inclosed, and through the amber fliewn. 
Seems buried in the juice, which was his own. 
So honour'd was a life in labour fpent : 
Such might he wifh to have his monument. 

Ep, XXXVII. 

Ten thoufand pounds in bank, and South-Sea funds ; 

Twenty in India ftock, and India bonds. 

Five thoufand more have you in three per cents : 

A thoufand are your Kent and Efl!ex rents ; 

Thofe from Barbadpes are of late the fame. 

All this I know as well as my own name. 

The daily tale is grown extremely dull ; 

I cannot hear it gratis on my foul. 



For 
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For ev'iy time give me a guinea ftill ; 
Repeat it then as often as you will. 

Ep. XXXIX. 

Wrought, grav*d, embofs'd, of old and modem date. 
In the beft tafte, how great your ftock of plate ! 
Here Phidias, there Praxitdes doth iland : 
Here the fole piece, that's left, of Mentor's hand. 
This ciftem did a Jemingham invent : 
That bowl and cup were both defign'd by Kent. 
'Mongft all the things, where art and fancy join, 
I wonder you no iilver have in coin. 

Ep. XUV. 

Vefuvius this 1 fo lately crown*d with vines,. 
Whence in fiill currents flow'd the gen'rous wines : 
By Bacchus more than Nyfii*s hills belov'd, 
Upon whofe top in dance the fatyrs mov'd ; 
The feat of Venus, more than Sparta dear : 
Ptoud of her name Heraclea once was here. 
All drown'd in flames ! with afhes cover'd o'er I 
The gods, who caus'd the ill, their powV deplore. 

Ep. LIV. 
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Ep. LIV. 

You, whom your country's honours high do raife, 

And crown with merited, but early, praife ; 

If you are wife, make ufe of ev'ry hour. 

And never think another in your pow'r. 

No man could ever foften cruel fate; 

But what that once decrees mufi: be our date. 

Were you polite as Sidney, or as great. 

Had Cato's foul, or Marlborough's eftate. 

Still is life's line by the three lifters fped : 

Not one prolongs, but one ftill cuts, the thread. 

Ep. LVI. 

Rich prefents, to old men and widows fent. 
You hope may prove you are munificent. 
What can your fordid bafenefs more declare. 
When for a pfekot thus you fend a fimre ? 
Such prefents makes the angler to the trout : 
Sych prefents in a moufe-trap are fet out. 
If you would learti what's generous and free, 
A real prefent is one fent to me. 



Ep. LXVI. 
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Ep. LXVI. 

Your life has ever in the country been. 

And in a way, that nothing was fo mean. 

Scarce at a wedding a new boh did wear ;: 

Your coat an old acqusdntance often year. 

From your eftate your pork and ven'fon came ; 

Your ponds fupplied your fiih, your woods your game.. 

And not a glafs of wine throughout the year ; 

Your cellar flock*d with only your own beer. 

No French valet appear'd in fpruee attire ; 

Only John trots about your kitchen fire 

You ne'er had drunken frolic in your life. 

That ever aim'd above a farmer's wife. 

No lofs by fire, or by tempeftuous ikies, 

Of fhips, infurance, freight, or merchandize. 

You never play'd, or ventur'd deep, at White's :. 

The moft was ihiUing whift on winter nights. 

How is your mother's vaft eftate run out ? 

You've brought a. moft furprifing thing about ! 

Ep. LXIX. V 

With the beft wines, of France you entertain : 
Yet that your wine is bad the world complain ; 

R Tliat 
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That you have loft four wives by it ; but I 
Neither believe it, fir, — ^nor am a-diy. 



Ep. LXXL 

Jack's father's dead; and left hbn wil^out hope : 
For he hath fiothing left him bat a rope* 
By a ftrange turn did fortune thus contrive. 
To make Jack w^h his father were alive. 

Ep. LXXII. 

You afk me for my bookft ef poems ftill t 
I have not one ; but Do<Mey*s Ihop they fill. 
What 1 fpend my money, and fuch tr^s buy 1 
I am not fuch a fool, &y you : — ^nor I. 

Ep. LXXm. 

When on Time's precipice Alworthy ftood. 
Ready to launch into th' eternal flood. 
The cruel Fates addrefling thus he faid, 
* Ye Goddefles, one moment fpare my thread ; 



Loft 



• Loft though I am, let friends my bounty prove.* 
His pious prayers the rigid fifters move. 
He his vaft weakh divides ; ^en quits the fiage ; 
And in that jnoment hv'd a Neftor's age. 

Ep. LXXV, 

Bleft in thy %if it, mi ^ huiband Weft, 

thou of wives moft honout'd, and ilihe beft ; 
Who your whole fortune to your ^confort ^>are. 
And know no joy, in whidi he bears -no Aar« ; 
Evadne died in her lord'-s ^im'ral flame J 

Nor lefs immortal is Alceftis' name ; 

Yet lefs did they, when tiiey refigifd their breath : 

Late is the proof of love, wl;ien •sEter death. 

Ep. lxxvii. 

1 never did the gods importiyie, 

To grant to me a monftrous fc^uiie ; 
Contented with -my .little ftore ; 
But now I own. I wifli for m(»e. 
Whence comes this fudden love of .pelf ? 
— ^That Zoilus may hang himfelf 

jR a Ep. LXXIX. 
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Ep. lxxix. 

Thrice twenty years you ve feen your grafs made hay : 

Your eyebrows too proclaim your hair is grey : 

Yet through all quarters of the town you run : 

At ev'ry ball and levee you make one. 

No great man ftirs, but you are at his heels ; 

And never fail both them, who have liie ^eds. 

You never mifs St. James's ; ever chat 

Of Lord or Bilhop this, or Gen'ral that. 

To youth leave trifles : have yOU not been told, 

* That of all fools no fool is like the old ?' 

Ep. LXXX. 

You ftill were welcome at my country feat. 
You buy it. It was yours before. — ^You 're bit. 

Ep. LXXXIV. 

Nothing more infolent than you in place ; 

And nothing more obliging in dilgrace. 

In place you bow to none ; fcom ev'ry foul ; 

* Tliis fellow is a fcrub ; and that is dull.' 
'Tis, * Dine with me, your fervant in difgrace.' 
— Is it then proper you (hould have a place ? 

N. B. Tlae 5th by Cowley. 
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Ep. xin. 



1 AM, I own, and ever have been, poor. 

But yet a gentleman, and not obfcure. 

Spread through the wwld my writings, and my name : 

Few in the grave have reach'd my living fame. 

You have a houfe on a vafl colonnade ; 

More wealth, than merchant ever gain'd in trade ; 

Your farms in Evefham vale rich harvefts crown ; . 

Many your flocks which feed on Banfted down. 

Such you and I ; like me you cannot be ; 

Fortune may make a cobler like to thee. 

Ep. XXIX. 
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Ef.XXfX. 

To the beft character he can't afRjrd 

One favourable thoi:|ght» or -civil word. 

Could you a man, pious as Cranmer, find. 

Humble as Tillotfon, as Hough refign'd ; 

Benevolent as Berkley, were there one j 

Upright as Holt, ^iolite^as A4difon ; 

Could one in eloquence with Somers vie. 

Had Dorfet's wit, or Pelham's probity ; 

Or could to one all thefe endowments faH, 

Still would he fii^rl, traduce. Had cenfure alL 

Seems he to you fatyricalet-worft? 

I think that man, whom none can pleafe, is curs'd^ 

Ep. xijni. 

Thieves may heetik lodks, iand mtith your ca^ x0tir&^ 
Your ancient feat may be «coiifttm?d -by »fHre ; 
Debtors imhtfe to p^ you whdt they owe ; 
Or your utigsatefoliield the feed you fow ; 
You n^ay bexpkmflefM by a jilting iwhore-^ 
Your fhips may fink at fea with aU »their ftore ; 

Who 
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Who gives to friends, fo much from fate fecures ; 
That is the only wealth for ever yours. 

Ep.XLiy, 

Nell*s teeth are white, but Betty's tseeth are brown ; 
Hemmet's Nell's are ; but Betty** ine her owfl. 

Ep. XLVIII. 

Ned fwears he never fbps at h6me; theit Ned, 
Not fupping out, goes fupperlefe to bed. . 

Ef. Lin. 

Your favours to me I remember well ; 

But do not mention them, becaufe you tell. 

Whenever I begin, Tm anfwer'd ftrait, 

* I heard from his own mouth what you relate.' 

Two ill become the bus'nefs but of one ; 

Be you but filent, I will fpeak alone. 

Great are your gifts ; but when proclaim'd around, 

The obligation dies upon the found. 

Ep. LVn. 



ia8 SELECT EPIGRAMS. 

Ep. LVII. 

You on one great concern your thoughts employ ; 

Still afking how to educate your boy. 

Firft, carefully avoid, if you are wife. 

All Greek and Latin mailers, I advife. 

Let him both Cicero and Virgil fhun, 

Unlefs you wifh him to be quite undone^ 

Then» of a lad you never can have hope, 

Who verfes makes, or reads a line in Pop&. 

If he in gainfol bus'nefs would engage. 

Teach him to fing or play upon the ftage.. 

Or, if he is. too dull to be a play*r. 

Teach him. to job, and he may die a mayor;. 

Ep. LXL 

Snarl on ; you never ihall your purpofe gain ; 

What long you feek, you ftill fliall feek in vain ; 

Who aim at any, rather than< no fame ; 

I will not, to abufe you, ufe your name.. 

It never in my writings fhall be feen. 

Or the world know that fuch a wretch hath. been. 

7 Try 
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Try to mdce others angiy, when you bellow : 
I fcom to meddle willi a dirty fellow. 

Ep. LXII. 

Who is that beau ? pray tell me, for you know ; 
Still near your wife ? pray tell me, who*s that beau ? 
Still pouring nonfenfe in her glowing ear ; 
With his right elbow leaning on her chair ; 
Who on his hand the fparkling Iwilliant wears j 
His hand almoft as foftt and white as hers ? 
That man is, though he now fo gay appears, 
A lawyer, who tranfa<^ my wife's affairs. 
A lawyer that 1 I vow, you make me ftare 1 
Surely Lord Foppington's tum'd pra6lifer ! 
A lawyer that ! you are a precious 'fquire. 
Fit for a Gomez in the Spanifh Friar. 
Your wife's affairs 1 believe me, <Mie fo fiiw 
Tranfadb not her affairs, fo much «s thine. 

Ep. I:XIV. 

Often you afk, folicitous as Bayes, 

That I would cafl my eye upon your lays. 

S I'm 
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* I'm chann'd ; aftcmifh'd -^ nothing is fo fine ; 

* 'Tis Shaki|)ear's Ipirit breathes in iev'ry line.' 

* Think you fo ?' lay you ; * blefs you for a true 

* Critic, as well as firiend' — * And God blefs you..*" 

Ep. LXVIL 

I often bow ; your hat you never llir i. 
So, once for all, your humble fervant, fic: 

Ep. LXXV.; 

Pompey's dead fons Europe and Alia have ? 
Libya, if any, was the father's grave. 
The mighty ruin fpread the world's wide face», 
Too great to He in any lingle place 

Ep. LXXVIL 

The king of Pontus, drinking poifon ftiH». 
Attain'd the art to guard againft the ill.;. 
So you a like precautioa do obferve,. 
By dining always ill, to never ftarve. 

N. B. The 2oth and 58th by Cowley.. 
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W ELSH judges two, four military ftien, 
Seven noify lawyers, Oxford fcholars ten. 
Were of an old man*s daughter in purfuit. 
Soon the curmudgeon ended the difpute. 
By giving her unto a thriving grocer. 
Whpt think you ? did he play the fool, or no, fir ? 

. S a Ep. XI. 
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Ep. XI. 

Where is there now a Pyiades ? you cry : 

A<ft you Orefles' part, and he am. I. 

Their cup was conunon ; and it is averr'd. 

They never fupp'd, but each man had his bird. 

You feaft on turbot, whilft I eat poor-jack : 

I like, as well as you, a glafs of £ack. 

Can I love you, in uncut vokret neat. 

In an old coat, that comes from Monmouth-ftreet B^- 

Be you a friend, if you a friend would prove : 

Fine words are vain;^ love is the price of love. 

Ep. XVHL 

Our friend, who lately^ captive died in Spaing 
Went to the other world without a frain. 
To grieve is wrong ; for, leaving you alive^ 
He in his dearer part dotk iiill furvlye^ 

Ep. XDC 

My caufe cwicems nor battery nor treafon r 
I fue my neighbour for this only reafon. 



That 
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That late three iheep of mine to pound he drove : 

This is the point the court would have you prove. 

Concerning Magna Charta you run on ; 

And all the perjuries of old King John. 

Then of the Edwards, and Black Prince, you rant ; 

And talk of John o' Stiles, and John o' Gaunt ; 

With voice and hand a mighty pother keep. 

— Now, pray dear iir, one word about the iheep. 

Ep. XX. 

You bid me take the freedom ofsk friend r 
I beg you but a hundred pound to lend. 
You fhuffle, fhift, delay, and we both lofe- 
A fiartnight's. flecp :: — I beg you to rcfufe» 

Ep.. XXV.. 

Thou true defcendant of a worthy fire. 
Whom in the field the Ruflian troops admire,^ 
Take the advice, your friend at home thinks befl r- 
And keep it like the military chefl. 
Let not your eager valour make you run 
On a pike's point, or mouth of a great gun.. 

Thick 



\ 
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Thick fculls are beft againfl a labre : you 
May guard your country, and may grace it too. 

Ep. XXVII. 

Let me exhort you, who my neighbour are. 
As well in Yorkfhire, as in Grofv'nor-fquare ; 
And have a girl, your pi<Sture to the life, 
Whofe likenefs. is an honour to your wife ; 
Broach your beft Burgundy, and never (pare it ; 
Leave her a cafk of guineas, not of claret. 
Or fhould fhe, jich and virtuous, take a cujJ, 
Let it be wine of her own nurfing up. 
I never can agree, in any fort. 
That bachelors drink claret, and you port 

Ep. xxvm. xxrx. 

Lefs by his birth than by his merit known, 
A favourite lamented by the town. 
Of friends the exquifite, but ftiort-liv*d, joy, 
Amongft the great interr'd, here lies a boy : 
A chafte behaviour, and a modeft grace ; 
An early judgement, and a cherub's fece. 



But 
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But foon, alas too fooh ! his race was run ; 
Scarce had he feen a thirteenth fummer's furi ! 
Ne'er may he grieve again, who drops a tear ; 
Worth is ihort-liv'd; tlien nothing hold too dear. 

Ep. XXXII. 

Whilft doubtful was the chance of civil war, 

And vi6lory for Otho might declare ; 

That no more Roman blood for him might flow. 

He gave his breaft the great decifive blow. 

Caeiar's fuperior you may Cato call : 

Was he fo great an Otho in his fall ? 

Ep. XXXIX. 

Tis a ftrange thing, but 'tis a thing well knowui 
You feven children have, and yet have none. 
No genuine oiFspring, but a mongrel rabble. 
Sprung from the garret^ hovel, bam, and ftablc 
They ev'ry one proclaim their mother's fliame :- 
Look in their face, you read their father's name. 
This fwarthy, flat-nos'd. Shock is Afric's boaft; 
His grandfire dwells upon the golden coaft. 

. The 
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The fecond is the fquinting butler's lad ; 

And the third lump dropp'd from the gard'ner's fpade. 

As like the carter this as he can ftare ; 

That has the footman's pert and forward air. 

Two girls with raven and with carrot pate ; 

This the poftillion's is, the coachman's that. 

The fleward and the groom old hurts difable, 

Or elfe two branches more had grac'd jour table. 

Ep. XLIIL 

While you at Bath indulge each happy day. 
In bathing, drinking, dancing, or at play; 
I at Barn-Elms a villa have of late, 
Healthy, and not too large for my cftate. 
And here am I as rich as you can be ; 
'Tis Bath, 'tis Tunbridge, ev'ry thing to me. 
Once ev'ry public place was my abode ; 
Nor was I better fdeas'd than on the road. 
Now like a houfe, to which with cafe I go ; 
And to be idle, find enough to do. 

Ep. LXV, 

What ? in long vcrfe write epigrams ? iky yoUr 
I lay 'tis ufual, and 'tis law&il too. 

5 Then, 
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Then they are long. This too is law, and ufe j 
If you like fhort ; do you the diftichs chuTe. 
Let us agree ; the baigain does no hurt ; 
I may write long, and you may road the Ihort. 

Ep. LXX. 

If I judge right, our good old friend, Sir John, 
Next fpring is fixty-three, or thereupon. 
Yet it Was never known, I've heard it ^Ld, 
That in his life he one day kept his bed : 
Nor ever, but in joke, held out his pulfe. 
To Sloane, to Mead, to Wilmot, or to Hulfe. 
If jfrom our life's account we fhould ftrike out 
The hours we lofe by fevers, or the gout. 
By fpleen, by head-Jich, ev'iy other ill j 
Though we feem old, we are but children ftill. 
If any think Priam or Neftor old, 
Though o'er the laft three centuries had roll'd, 
They 're much deceiv'd ; for fenfe and reafon tell, 
That life is only life, when we are well. 



SE- 
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BOOK THE SEVENTH. 



Ep. m. 



1 OU aik me, why I have no verfes fent ? 
For fear you ihould return the compliment 

Ep. ex. 

If at threefcore he lawyer doth c(»nmence» 
Say, at what age he*ll be a man of fenfe. 

T a Ep. X. 
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Ep. X. 

Jack and Tom haunt each bawdy-houfe in town.: 
What's that to you ? Is not their Ikin their own ? 
Hany, at vaft eXpeirce, maintsdns A whord : 
What's that to you ? 'Tis Harry will grow poor. 
Ned fpends the nights in gaming and in riot : 
What's that to you ? Cannot you fleep in quiet ? 
Dick owdS Kve hdndred poilnds tlHto a frieni i 
What's that to you ? Does Dick afk you to lend ? 
Do you forget what is your own alffair ? 
Of what it more becomes yoa to take care ? 
'Tis your affair, to pay for your own coat : 
As 'tis, that none will truft yoti fCr a groat. 
'Tis your affair, that your wife goes aftray : 
As 'tis, your daughter's portion foon to pay. 
Thoufands are yoUr ffi&irs, which I dddine 
To name ; fors "^hftt you do is ii<me 6f misie. 

Ep. ^V. 

In all the epi^ams you wtlte. We ti^e 
The fweetnefs- and tlie candour 6( ybttf ft^. 

Thmk 
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Think you, a reader -vnll for ver£es caU, 
Without cHie grain of ialt, or drop of ^ ? 
Tis vin^ar gives relifli to our food : 
A face that cannot fmile, is never good. 
Smooth tales, like fweet-meats, are for children fit : 
High-feafon'd, like my diihes, be my wit 

Ep. xxvn. 

Surely, Sir John, you muft have been in liquor^ 

To fend a buck unto a country vicar ; 

The fatteft too, that you have fhot this feafon. 

It crouds my kitchen up beyond all reafon. 

To drefs it, I fhould build my chimney new : 

Witliout a cook, fiKHiH btwrow one of you. 

It would <xmfume almoil a <x>rd of wood : 

Much wine and fpice, to make the pafiy good. 

If I invite my parifh, without doubt. 

They would confound a hogfliead of my ftout. 

Then take it back ; for ^re it -can't be <irerfl: : • 

And it is Ember-week ; to faft is beft. 

Ep. XXVIII. 

Soon may your new-cut coppices revive : 

And your new-fAanted grove aad garden thrive ; 

I May 
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May laughing Ceres dance around your, fields. 
And your prefe flow with gifts Pomona yields ; 
May you a fee receive in ev'ry caufe, 
And hall and hoiifes hear you with applaufe ; 
If, in the time the long vacations lend. 
You read my jokes, and cenfure as a friend, 
I want the truth ftill backward to appear ; 
Tell me what you yourfelf would freely hear. 

Ep. XXXI. 

If I by chance a pullet have with egg : 

Of Chriftmas-lamb if I produce a 1^ ; 

With winter peafe or Tparagus I treat ; 

You think them fent me from my country feat. 

But you 're deceiv'd ; for, you muft underftand, 

I am the only ftock upon my land. 

What Darking fends, in Leadenhall I found ; 

In Covent-garden more than Chelfea ground. 

Ep. XXXDC 

His lordfhip*s mornings were in hurry {pent. 
What with a levee, news, and cohipliment j . 



That 
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That his good lordfhip was quite wearied out ; 
And, for Ids eafe, gave out he had the gout, 
^is fit a man of honour fhould iky true : 
To fliew he did, what did his lordfhip do ? 
His foot, not foundered, he in flannels bound ; 
Limp'd on a crutch ; nor touch*d with toe the ground. 
What may not man with care and art obtain ! 
By feigning long, his lordfhip did not feign. 

Ep. XLHI. 

The kindefl thing of all is to comply : 
The next kind thing is quickly to, deny : 
I love performance ; nor denial hate : 
Your Sbal/ I^Jhall /, is the curfed flate. 

Ep. XLIV. 

See your great friend Caefonius who is gone I 
His likenefs feems to animate the flone ! 
Whom Nero cenfur'd, fpight of tyrants hate, 
You dar'd acquit, and dar'd to fhare his fate. 
You, who refiis'd a conful to attend. 
Attend through dang'rous feas an exil'd friend. 



If 
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. If any names ihali in my ^nitings live, 
Or if my own my a(he8 ihaU furvivc. 
Let it in ev*ry future age be &id, 
His love to Seneca that you repaid. 

Ep. XLVI. 

. I underfiand) to fend me you defign 
A prefent of fine verfes, with your wine. 
Why will you crack your brain, and break my refl, 
And make of me your idle Clio's jeft ? 
Send rhymes to peers, to poOT men fend your treafure : 
They may, I cannot, wait the Mufes* leifure. 

Ep. XLVII. 

O DoAor, leam*d as ever fill'd a chair, 
Whofe do<Sbine*s primitive, and life is fair, 
What an amazing providence did fave, 
And thus recall you, from the op'ning grave 1 
We ceafe to pray ; defpairing, we deplore ; 
Our tears burft out ; we cry, * He is no more !' 
Kind Heav'n relented ere it was too late : 
And fent an angel to retard your fate. 

Confcious 
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Conicious what fbirow £rom this rumour came^ 
You now mherit your own future fame. 
Xofe not one day, that was fo kindly giv'n; 
Employ each well, in gratitude to Heav*n. 

Ep. LXV, 

For twice ten years you to the hall refort; 
And now purfue your caufe in the third court 
Would any madman let a procefs laft 
For tweniy years, who fooner could be cafl? 

Ep. LXXVI. 

All the great men take you away 
To dinner, coflFee-houfe, or play. 
Nor happier are, than when you chance 
To hunt with them, <»• take a dance. 
Yet do not pride yourfelf too foon : 
You *re not a friend, but a bufFo(»i« 

Ep. XCVIU. 

You purchafe ev'ry thing, which makes it plain 
That ev'ry thing you foon will fell again. 

N. B. The 1 01ft in Spe<aator, No. 51. 
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BOOK THE EIGHTH. 



Ep. V. 



X OU give fo many girls a ring, 
That you yourfelf have no fuch thing. 

Ep. VI. 

In leathern jack to drink much lefs I hate, 
Than in Sir William's antique fet of plate. 
He tells the gafconadihg pedigree. 
Till the wine turns infipid too as he. 

U a This 
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This tumbler, in the world the oMeft toy. 

Says he, was brought by Brute himfelf from Troy;. 

That handled cup, and which is larger hr^ 

A prefent to my father from the Czar : 

See how *tis bruis'd, and the work broken off;. 

Twas when he flung it at prince MenzicofE 

The other with the cover, which is lefs, 

"Was once the property of good Queen Befe : 

In it fhe pledg*d Duke d' Alen9on, then ^ve it 

To Drake, my wife's ^eat uncle ; fo we have it; 

The bowl, the tankard, flagon, and the breaker. 

Were my great grandfather's,, when he was i^p^^ken. 

What pity 'tis, that plate fo old and fine.. 

Should correfpondno better, with, the wine. 

■ Ep. X. 

His lordfhip bought his lallgay birth-day drefs^ 
(And gay it was) for fourfcore pounds or lefs.. 
Is he fo good at buying cheap? you fay : 
Extremely gbodj for. he does neven pay.. 

Ep.XIL 

A ^rtune take for better and for worfe t: 
1 would not have gr^ mare the better hoiie;. 



Eoi^ 



For when the woman is- inferior far, 

*Tis thdik^that man abd wife am on the par.. 

Your oranges and mgrrties,. with what coffy^ 
You guard ^aii^ the nippn^ winds and' froii r 
The abfent fun the conftant* flovesi repair : 
"Windows admit his beams without the air. 
My garret too. hath windows^ but not glares ;^; 
Where Boreas never ftays, but often pailes. 
For. fhamel talet an pJd acquaintance fteeze. I: 
I had:, much . better liv^ ainong& your, trees. 

m. xvn. , 

You faid, ten guiHeaSj-wfieni^jour ewj^ was doner. 
What ? do^ you.think. to.fob-me oC with one ? . 
Now you pretend; that I couH nothing fay. 
The more you. owe, my bk^es to. repay. 

Ep. XVIIE. 



Bi- epigram; fb Kappy iS your flxaifr,l 
Youimight bei read, and 1 might \mte ih vain* 



Kit,'. 
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But, your regard to friendihip fo fincere, 
Your own applaufe than mine you hold lefs dear. 
So Maro left to Flaccus Pindar's flight. 
Able himfelf to foar a nobler height : 
And warm'd with a fuperior tragic rage. 
To Varius gave the honour of the ftage. 
Friends oft to friends in other points fubihit ; 
Few yield the glory of the field in wit. 

Ep. XIX. 

When Cinna to be poor pretends. 
He's no pretender : between Aiends. 

Ep. XX. 

You make two hundred verfes in a trice ; 
But publifli none: — ^The man is mad and wife. 

Ep. XXIII. 

You take me for a glutton and a finner, 
Who beat my cook for filing of my dinner. 
= « It, 
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If, as a trifling caufe, on this you look,. 
Tell me a better caiife to beat a cook. 

Ep. xxvir. 

You *re rich and old : to you they prefents fend i 
Don*t you perceive, they bid you diet my friend H 

Ep. XXIX. 

You hapefia diitichs brevity may pleafe : 
A book of diftichs gives us no great eafe. 

Ep. XXXV. 

Both man and wife as bad as bad can be t 
t wonder, they no better fhould agree. 

Ep. XXXVir. 

You gave Jack up his judgment and his bond t 
Have you then given Jack a hundred poxmd ? 
You fay, he ow'd it : he will both reftore, 
Let him but owe you for a hundred more. 

Ep. XXXVm. 
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Ep.xxxvin. 

Prefents to living friends may have an eye 

To greater favours, or a iega<y. 

Expences, lavifh'd after their deceafe. 

May be perhaps to ^ye our forrcni^s eafe. 

Perhaps *tis vanity : 'tis no.t ihe fjame^ 

To covet and to merit a good name. 

All know, each year you coftly tejibute pay. 

To celebrate great William's natal day. 

All know, immortal is his memsvy. 

Can you then fear his memory niay ^f 

Illuminations, liquor to the town. 

Add not to his, but m^ to your renown. 

The tale may now among your neighbours ^read; 

But foon will die away, whea you are dead. 

Ep. XLI. 

You Ve forry you forgot to fend, you lay. 
My ufual prefent upon Mew-year^s day. 
Whether you forry are, 'tis time inuft fliew t 
It certain is, thaft you have madie me fo. 



Ep.XMI. 
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Ep. XLUI. 

Five wives hath he di^tch'd, fhe hufbands five : 
By both alike the undertakers thrive. 
Venus ai£ft ! let them join hands in troth I 
And then one funeral may ferve them both. 

Ep. XLIV. 

Tis late : begin tp live, old gentleman : 

It would be late, if you at fchool began. 

You a long race of mifery have run. 

But have not yet the race of life begun. 

Your every moi:ning is in labour ^nt. 

This man to du^, or tjiat to compliment 

With dirty Aockings you to hall refort, 

A well-known party now in ev'ry court. 

Through ev*ry quarter of the town you range, 

Guild-hall, the Bank, the Cudom-houfe, the Change. 

Heap, fcrape, opprefe, ufe ev*ry fraiidful art ; 

Oh 1 difmal thought ! your wealth and you muft part ! 

Of caih and mortgages, though huge your flora, • 

Your gracele& fon will wonder 'tis no more. 

. X And 
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And when the plumes fliall o'er your cofEn wave, 
And Sable's venal train attend your grave, 
Chief mourner he, an4 heir to yov^? epabi^^c^, 
Shall with your whore thit i^ght f^pp]y yoviP plapf , 

Ep. U«. 

So very fair, and yet fo very pomijaon 1 
Would you were plainer, or a better woman. 

Ep. h\l 

Since never was an age fo happy yet ; 

So great the nation, or the prince fo great ; 

You wonder, that no Addifons remain,. 

No bard to fing a fortunate campaign. 

Let but Maecenas, Virgil will, revive : 

E'en your own villa may a Virgil give. 

When Tityrus bewail'd his flocks fo dgar, 

And to Cremona farms, alas 1 too near, 

Benevolently finil'd the Tufcan knight ; 

And put malignant Poverty to flight. 

A poet be, and take my purfe, he faid ; 

Take what you like ; take e'en my fav'rite maid : 

Attendant 
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Attendant at his board the damfel flands ; 

And fills his claret with her lily hands; 

Sips it with rofy lips, which might infpire 

With wanton thoughts the virtue of a fiier. 

Fat Galatea haunts his foul no more ; 

Nor Theftilis, his fun-burnt country whore. 

He, who once humble themes purfiied, then fung 

* Arms and the man, whence Roman grandeur fprung.* 

Twere endlefs to recount each laurefd ihade. 

Rich and immortal by fuch bounty made. 

I'll Virgil be, might I like fevours hope : 

No : *tis not VirgU I wiU be, but Pope. 

Er. LEX. 

See you that felloWy with a hardened front. 
One eye with patch, and one with knave ufXMi't ? 
Revere in him the captain of the band, 
Once rul'd by Wild ; more glewy is his hand. 
At table with him, take care what you do ; 
His eye will be more WateMul than your two. 
He'll ma^e the fervant^ hunt i<x fi>oons ; and clap 
His napkiff in- his breeches, not his lap. 

X a . ■ . Whip 
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Whip up -a handkerchief, that's fallen down: 
Or flip another jofeph on his own. 
His own portmanteau carry off unfeen ; 
And charge it on the mafter of the inn. 

Ep.LXVII. 

You as my gueft appear, when 'tis not one 
By Paul's, or any other clock in town. 
The courts at Weftminfler are fitting ftill : 
The Speaker has not read one private bill 
Make halle, good John, and never mind your hair > 
But lay the cloth, and fet us ^ch a chair. 
Bring us the foup. — ^There is no water yet 
Where is the lamb ? — ^It is not on the ^it. 
You ihould be earlier, Sir ; till noon why wait ? 
You cojne to breaks moft extremely late. 

Ep. Lxvm. 

He, who hath feen the gardens at Verlailles, 
When he fees yoiurs, will think their beauty feils. 
Here, left the purple branch be fcorch'd by fixjft. 
And Bacchus' gifts by cold devouring loft, 

3 Shut 
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Shut in the glafs the living vintage lies, 
Securely cloath*d, yet naked to the eyes. 
Through finefl lace fo female graces beam ; 
Pebbles are counted in the lucid fbeam. 
What will not Nature yield to human fkill ? 
When fteril winter ihall be autumn ftilL 

Ep. Lxrx. 

The ancients all your veneration have : 
You like no poet on this fide the grave. 
Yet, pray excufe mej if to pleafe you, I 
Can hardly think it worth my while to die. 

Ep. LXXIV. 

A dodlor lately was a captain made t 
It is a change of title, not of trade. 

Ep. LXXV. 

Tom about one was firom the tavern come t 

And with his load through Fleet-ftreet reeling hornet 

Striking 
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Striking his toe againft the Lord knows what. 

Into the kennel he dire<My fhot. 

What rnufl Tom do ? he could not ftir or ^>eak : 

One only lad he had ; and he fo weak, 

He fcarce could bear his cloak ; and wanted might 

To fet the fallen monument upright. 

But Tom's kind liars djd prefent help fupply : 

By chance an empty hearfe was pafling by : 

The lad fcreams out, * Good gentlemen, I pray, 

* One moment flop, and take a cot{^e away.' 

There's no great ceremony with the dead ; 

They fqueeze him in, no matter, heels or head. 

Thus fortune, m g^y hujowur,. did contrive, 

Tb make of Tom the beil dead man alive. 

Ep. LXXVI. 

Tell me, fey you, and teD me without fear 

The truth, the thing I moft defire to hear. 

This is your language, when your works you quote : 

And when you plead, this is your conftant note. 

Tis moft inhuman longer to deny. 

What you fo gBxxl prefs fo eameftly. 

Ta 
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To the great truth of all then lend an ear ; 
« You are uneafy when the truth you hear.* 

Ep. LXXIX. 

All the companions of her grace, I'm told. 

Are either very plain, or very old. 

With thefe fhe vifits : thefe fhe drags about. 

To play, to ball, aflembly, auctions, rout : 

"With thefe fhe fups ; with thefe fhe takes the air. 

Without fuch foils is lady dutchefs fair ? 

Ep. LXXXI. 

What do you think is lady Betty's oath ? 

'Tis neither fplit me, dem me, faith, nor troth : 

Not by Heav'ns powers, or thofe of her own face : 

But her dear drop, and dearer Bruflels lace. 

She calls them her dear creatures, hugs, and kifles ; 

And loves them better than both little mifles. 

Protefts, if they were ravifli'd from her pow'r. 

She could not poffibly furvive that hour. 

Then grant, kind Heav'n, when next fhe fees the play. 

Some hand, like pony's, fiiatch them both away. 

SE- 
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BOOK THE NINTH. 



Ep. VI. 



X HAT you would wed Six John is very wife : 
That he don*t care to Wed, is no furpiife. 

•i 

Ep. Vni. 

Since your return from Rome, I five days went. 
To wifti you well, and pay my compliment. 
* Bufy,' * Not up,' hath been my anfwer flill : 
Adieu : you will not let me wifli you well. 

Y Ep. X, 
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Ep. X. 

Not in his will 1 who from you us'd to clear 
A hundred pounds in prefents ev*ry year I 
Ceafe to compUgn ; you are dealt greatly by : 
A hundred pounds a year *s a legacy. 

Ep. XI. 

Since you abroad love to fare plentifully. 
Why do you bawl, and domineer, and bully ? 
This^ crabbed humour will not do ; for he 
Will feldom tafte deferts, that is fo free. 

Ep.XV. 

This honeft frieod* that you ib much admire. 
No better is than a mere trencher-fquire. 
He loves not you ; but ialmon, turkey, chine : 
Your friend a better dinner will make mine. 

Ep. XVI. 

Chloe, her feven dead hu0>ands to lament. 
Writes on each tomb, ihe raised this monument. 

Ep. XX, 
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Ep. XX. 

Your verfes on my lord-mayor's coach declare. 
Not that you ride, but cfirie, with my lord-mayor. 

Ep. XXin. 

Perhaps you think more riches I defire. 

From motives, which the vulgar herd infpire. 

That the bright pldugh-fhare fhines upon my lands ; , 

And that my farm employs a hundred hands. 

My tables from cj^'d frames derive an air ; 

From gilt ones my fetfee or ^Ibow-chair. 

That the huge mafly golden cup be mine ; 

Or ice look crimfon*d by my cooling wine. 

That two tall Irifhmen my chair fupport : 

Or at my levee beaus may pay their court. '' 

Or when my mellow gueft is put to bed. 

He may admire the beauty of my maid. 

in hamefs gay my fet of greys advance ; 

Or that my pad at Foubert's learn to dance. 

But, wltnefs Heav'n ! and judge if I fpeak true ! 

Not one of all tliofe things have I in view. 

Y ^ Building 
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Building my paflion is, and to extend 
Alms to the poor, and prefents to a friend. 

Ep. XXXL 

When late his Grace at Naples did expire, 
(A place we now may curfe, and not admire) 
The pious wife brought home the dear remains ? 
And of the journey fhort, too fhort, complains ; 
Envies the tomb, that robs her of his urn ; 
A lofs which fhe, as widow*d twice, doth mourn. 

Ep. XXXVF. 

By thefe ftale arts a dinner you purfue ; 
You trump up any tale, and tell as true. 
Know, how the councils at the Hague incline 5 
What troops in Italy and on the Rhine. 
A letter from the General produce, 
Before the offices could have the news. 
Know to an inch the riling of the Nile ;. 
What Ihips are coming from each fugar ifle t 
What we expeA from this year's preparation ; 
Who fliaU command the forces of the nation. 

4 Leave 
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Leave off thefe tricks ; and with me, if you chufe 
To dine to-day, do fo ; but then, no news. 

Ep.XLVn. 

He ftill is building ; patches up a door. 
Alters a lock, or key ; and nothing more t 
Removes a window j puts it in repair r 
So he but build, no matter what th* affair j 
That he may anfwer, afk him when you will 
To lend you money, * I am building ftill.' 

Ep, XLIX. 

By all that's good and facred you do fwear. 

To make me of a quarter part your heir. 

I think you would not gratis ga to hell j 

Nor would I ftarve a humour I like well. 

*Mongft other things I fent of bucks a brace. 

Fatter than any now on Enfield chace. 

Your corporation you invite to dine ; 

And cramm'd they were with ven'fon which was mine. 

Though founder I, and not the meaneft guefi,^ 

You gave me not one morfel with the reft^ 

Alittfe 



\ 
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A little ominous an empty pkte 1 
Pray, don't forget a flice of your eAate. 

Ep, L. 

This is that coat 1o often by me long, 
Upon whofe pcaife the raptur*d reader hung. 
His lordfhip's once ; a gift for poet meet : 
In which I walk*d refpe6ted in the ftreet. 
New, and with all its ^(fy honours on. 
Worthy its donor, it divineljr ihone. 
Now old, a hangman fcoms it for his fees : 
And, if it fhines at all, it ihines with greafe. 
All things, by time and length of years, decline : 
Is this his lordfhip's coat ? for fhame I 'tis mine. 

Ep; LI. 

I am no genius, you affirm : and why ? 

Becaufe my verfes pkafe by brevity. 

But you, who twice ten ponderous volumes write 

0£ mi^ty battles,, are a man of might. 

Like Prior's buft, my work is neat, but fmall : 

Yours like the. diity giants in Guildhall. 

Ep. LDI. 
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Ep. Lin. 

Believing hear, what you deferve to hear : 

Your birth-day, as my own, to me is dear. 

Bleft, and diftinguifh*d days ! which we fhould prize 

The firft, the kindeft, bounty of the ikies. 

But yours gives moft ; for mine did only lend 

Me to the world, yours gave to me a friend. 

Ep. LIV. 

When I would fend fiich trifles as I can. 
You flop me fhort, you arbitrary man : 
But I fubmit. Both may our orders give ; 
And do what both like beft : let me receive. 

Ep. LV. 

If a mew'd quail by accident I had ; 

Or ihipe or woodcock taken in my glade ; 

Could I a trout now with my angle get. 

Or cover a young partridge with my net, 

You, coufin, ihould have it fooner than another. 

As foon as my own &ther, or my brother. 

But 
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But now the fields with chatt'ring magpies ring : 
Sparrows and fwallows now proclaim the fpring : 
Now to the cuckoo fhepherds boys reply : 
The thieving kite now ikims along the Iky. 
So that I nothing but a fowl could fend ; 
Which if you like, you' re always welcome, fi'iend. 

Ep. LVL 

When Chriflmas turkeys round in prefents flew. 

One I defign'd for Ned, and one for you. 

But, moft unluckily on this occafion. 

Fat turkeys make me friend to half the nation. 

Two I would fain oblige ; and none offend : 

But to give every one there is no end. 

I then determine, after counfel heard. 

That Ned and you mufl: go without your bird. 

Ep. LX. 

Vainlove the live long day flrolls up and down 
To view the choicefl rarities in town, 
^vifh'd, admires a Ganymede's foft mien ; 
Not fuch as is at common au6tions feen. 



But 
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But an old painting, capital and rare. 

Shewn to the curious, and preferv'd with care. 

Then takes an inlaid table from its cafe ; 

Searches a china jar, or marble vafe. 

A Turkey carpet meafures ten times o'er ; 

And grieves, it is too little for his floor. 

Of right japan then judges by his nofe : 

In ftatues dares Sir Andrew's tafte expofe i 

Finds the French ware too much to glafs allied ; 

The Drefden therefore marks, and fets afide. 

Bafkets of filligrane he then takes up ; 

By Kent ennobled weighs a golden cup. 

Numbers the jewels that a ring may bear ; 

An^ wants a pendant for a lady's ear ; 

Looks till he diamonds of true water meets, 

And cheapens them, though half as big as Pitt's. 

At length fatigu'd, the hour of dinner come, 

He buys, and bears two glafs decanters home. 

Ep. LXXI. 

Oh I the degen'rate age ! great Tully cried, 
"When Catiline deflgn'd his parricide : 

Z When 
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When kindred chiefs join'd battle on the plain; 
Which mourn'd in tears of blood the fubje(5l ilain. 
Oh ! the degen'rate age ! you budly chatter : • 
What is the matter, Sir, what^ is the matter ? 
No civil difcord now ; no tjTant's power : 
Peaceful and blifsful pafles ev'ry hour. 
If you efleem the age fo wicked grown. 
Blame not our morals for it, but your own* 

Ep. LXXIV. 

Who with your teeth the ftretching leather drew. 

To patch a hole in an old dirty fhoe ; 

To you your cheated lord's pofleffions fall "; 

In which you fcarce deferv^e to have a ftalL 

In am'rous fits fucceeding to his lafles : 

And in your drunken frolics breaking, glafles. 

My learning only proves my father fool : 

Why would he fend me to a grammar fchool ? 

Ah 1 ceafe my Mufe ! your works confign to fire I 

If an old flioe may ferve to raife us higher^ 

Ep. LXXIX. . 

Your fpoufe, who hufbands dear hath buried fbvcn. 
Stands a bad chance to make the number even. 

7 Ep. LXXXIL 
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Ep- LXXXIL 

My works the reader and the hearer praife : 
They 're not exa6):, a brother poet fays : . 
I heed not him ; for, when I give a feaft. 
Am I to pleafe the cook, or pleafe the gueft ? 

Ep. lxxxiii. 

Thus fpoke the conjurer, when he foretold 
Your end, before that twice fix moons had roll'd. 
You took the hint ; Ipent your eftate with care. 
For fear of being bubbled by your heir. 
Twice ten years income fpent at once ; 'tis clear, 
Live e'er fo long, you cannot live this year. 

Ep. LXXXVm. 

When I am half feas o'er, and cannot read. 
My lawyer brings me a long parchment deed : 
Tells me, I promis'd, when the term began. 
To feal a leafe to Tim, my father's man. 
It will be better by to-morrow's hght : 
I'll touch no wax, but that on corks, to night. 

Z i Ep. XCIII. 
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Ep. XCIII. 

More eafe than mafters fervants lives. afford :• 

Think on that, Tom ; nor wifh to be your lord;;: 

On a coarfe rug you moft fecurely fiiOTe: 

Deep funk in down, he counts each fleeplefs hourv.:- 

Anxious betimes, to ev*ry ftatefman low 

He bows ; much lower than to hini you bow^ 

Behold him with a dun at either ear, 

' Pray, pay,' the word ; a word you never hean. 

Fear you a cudgel ? view his gouty ftate ; 

"Which he would change for many a broken pate. 

You know no morning qualm ; no coffly whore : 

Think then, though not a lord, that you are morct 

Ep. XCY 

What bleft aflurance I when my do(9:or thought 

To get my claret, for his wormwood draught. 

Glaucus of old was not a greater afs, 

"Who gave his golden arms for arms of brafs^ 

But I will fend it, if he will agree 

To drink it from the bottle fent to me. 



Ep. XCYI. 
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* 

Ep. xcvi. 

Bob's name was Booby, now 'tis Bou — ou — ^bee : 
His wife would not plain Booby be, not ihe. 
If we doubt which is right, and which is wrong, 
I fhall not know if Bob is Bob, ere long. 
I think that Booby is his real name : 
If L miftake, is Bob or I to blame.?, 

Ep. XCVIL- 

A' quack, wlio ftole his patient's cup, did cry, 

Caught in the fa6t, * What ? would you drink, and die ?* 

Ep. XCVIII. 

Burfting with envy is a wretch unknown ; 
Becaufe my works have taken with the town. 
With envy burfting, that th' admiring throng 
Point to their poet, as they pafs along. 
With envy burfting, that, by royal graccy 
Under my fov'reign I enjoy a place.: 

With 



.\ ^ 



* 
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With envy burfting, at my houfe in town, 
And at my little box on Banfled Doa\ti. 
Burfting vdtii envy, that I am careft 
By all my friends, to all a welcome giieft. 
From love, and from efteem, if envy fprings. 
May he e'en fret his guts to fiddle-ftrings ! 

Ep. XCIX. 

Pray, don't imagine without reafon : 
The vintage is all loft this feafon : 
The heavy rains, which fell, produce 
A hundred pipes for Dafhwell's ufe. 

Ep. CI. 

My book, a better traveller, I fend. 

To fhew my honour for an abfent friend. 

The value from a bookfeller were fmall ; 

The author's prefent is the all in all. 

Much better taftes the water, which you take 

From a fpring-head, than from a ftanding lake. 

Ep. CV. 
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Ep. CV. 

Whence fo much likenefs, fo much iweetnefs, grew ? 

To bear thefe twins did Leda brood a-new ? 

If this is Pollux, that is Caftor's face : 

In both alike there fhines the filler's grace. 

When rivals yielded to the Cyprian queen ; 

At Sparta's court had fo much beauty been, 

The Phrygian Paris had revers'd his deed ; 

And, leaving Helen, flole each Ganymede. 



SE- 
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BOOK THE TENTH. 



Ep. IL 



J. HE verfes in this book too foon took air : 
My want of care at firft renew'd my care. 
Some, that are old, you here retouch'd will find : 
The greater part are new ; to both be kind. 
When Fate to me a conftant reader gav:e ; 
Receive, flie faid, the greateft boon I have. 
By this beyond Oblivion's ftream arrive ; 
And in your better part by this furvive. 

A a Statues 
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Statues may moulder ; and the clown unbred . 
Scoff at young Ammon*s horfe without his head. 
But finifti'd writings theft and tim^ defy ; 
The only monuments, which cannot die. 

Ep. m. 

The porter's joke^ the chairman's low conceit^ 
The dirty ftyle of angry Billingfgate, 
Such as a ftrolling tinker would not ufe, 
Nor hawker of old cloaths, or dreadful news^ 
A certain poet privately dilp^cs, 
And fain would fob them off for Martial's verfes^ 
Will then the parrot (leal the raven's note ? 
At country wakes Italians ibrain their throat ? 
Far from my writings be th' enrenom'd lie t 
My name on purer wings fhall mount the fky. 
Rather than ftrive an evil fame to own. 
Cannot I hold my tongue, and die unknown ? 

Ep. IV. 

Who reads of Oedipus or Scylla now. 

As well may read of Warwick's monftrous cow. 



Leave 



Leave all the ftories of a cock and bull, 
Which you in Ovid find, to boys at fchool. 
From idle tal6s what pleafure will remam ? 
Read for to live ; all reading elfe is vain. 
Never on monflers my invention ran ; 
My ev*ry page an eilay is on num. 
If you diflike yourfelf at all to know ; 
Proceed in your romance, tranfported beau. 



ft^ 



Ep. viif. 

Me would the widow wed : Ihe^s old, (ay 1 1 
But, if fhe older were, I would comply. 

Ep. XI. 



Pirithous his name you of^ repeat : 

And equal Pylades ift your conceit. 

Not fit to fill to Pylades his wine ; 

Not fit to feed Pirithous hr^ fwine. 

Once, as you boaft, you gave your fi-iend si note 

For fifty fhillings ; twice an old fcout*d coat 

True ; you than Pylades- more prefents make : 

lie rtever gave, he let Oreftes take. 

A a a Ep. XIH. 
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Ep. xm. 

Although your berlin always moves in Hate ; 
And a long train, on horfeback with it fweat; 
Although your houfe, in many ah airy room, 
Receives a flow'ry garden's rich perfume ; 
Although your glafs fparkle with Burgundy ; 
No dutchefs on a fofter bed can lie ; 
You for a paltry adbrefs figh in vain. 
Stung to the heart whole nights by her difdain. 
Little you guefs, fweet fir, what 'tis doth teaze ye ; 
An eafy fortune makes you thus unealy. 

Ep. XIV. 

You fay, I have no better friend than you : 
What do you do, to niake me think it true ? 
I wanted but five pounds, which you deny ; 
Though you have ufelefs thoufands lying by. 
From all the fertile harvefts of your plain. 
When did you fend to me one fingle grain ? 
When a fhort cloak to guard me from the cold ? 
To line my purfe, when a iinall piece of gold ? 



Ifee 
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I fee no mark of friendfhip on your part ; 
But, before me you are free enough to fart. 

Ep. XVIII. 

No dinners I prefents I he is no man's bail ! 
He cannot lend, becaufe his riches fail I 
Yet crouds attend his future power and grace. 
For fools of all forts London is the place. 

Ep. XXI. 

What pleafiire is it that your writings are 
Almoft too hard for Bentley or for Hare ? 
You write not to be read, but criticis*d : 
Perfius you follow ; Virgil is defpis'd. 
This be your praife : but may my ev'ry line. 
Or with a comment, or without it, fhine. 

Ep. XXin. 



His lordfhip is arriv'd at feventy-five. 
With all the eafe and comfort life can give. 



Safe 
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Safe from the voya^ of a length of years. 
Looks back with joy ; nor death approaching fears. 
Not one of all his days can irkfome find : 
Not one, but he with pleafure cafls to mind. 
Thus a good man prolongs his mortal date ; 
Lives twice, enjoying thus his former fhtte. 

Ep. xxxn. 

This piAure fee ! on which no coil I ipare ; 
But fet in gold, and in my fiiuff-box wear. 
At twenty-one fuch was Lord Worthy's face ; 
Who, now grey-hair*d, here riews what once he- was. 
Could but the piece his mind and morals fhew, 
^Twould choicer be than R£^ael ever drew. 

Ep. XXXUI. 

Bleft with the morals of a former age. 

In goodnefs paffing the Athfiniao. fage. 

May your fair daughter's virtues fix her fjx)ufe, 

And his allies, faft fi?iends. unto your houfe; 

If, when you meet a malice-tin^^ur'd line, 

And fland'ring Fame report that it is mine. 



You 
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You vindicate your friend ; and boldlj fdead^ 
I ne'er compofe what 'tis a Ihame to read : 
For in my writings 'tis my conftant care, 
To laih the vices, but the perfons fpare, 

Ep. XXXVI, 

All the worft cider Hereford could make, 
Mix'd up, and boil'd, for ta&e and colour's iake, 
A hundred miles you by the carrier fend : 
Have you a mind to poifon ev'ry friend ? 
And make us pay fuch monfrrous prices for't. 
It dearer comes than Malaga or Pqrt. 
Perhaps you now have been fo long from town. 
For fear of drinking cider, once your own. 

Ep. XXXVIIL 

Twice feven years, and one above it. 
You have been yok'd with Mrs. Loveit, 
A heavenly blefling fuch a wife I 
You muft have led a? charming life I - 
Oh 1 happy days 1 in which no hour 
You can forget in. twenty-four. 

6 What 
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What nights 1 ftill. fpent in curtain-le6hire I 
What ftru^ling, who fhquld be director ! 
What bleft debates I which oft have lafted 
Until the candle quite was wafted. 
The number of your years, I ween. 
Don't even now exceed fifteen : 
I count not thofe, which time did give 5 
But thofe, you felt yourfelf alive. 
And if, like thefe, Fate add one more ; 
That one may feem to you fourfcore. 

Ep. XLIII. 

Seven wives ! and in one grave 1 there is not found 
On the whole globe a richer fpot of ground. 

Ep. XLIV. 

Do you an India voyage then defign ? 
And twice to crofs the Tropic and the Line ? 
In your old age quit Paul's, and Harrow fpire ? 
A chearftil houfe and comfortable fire ? 
Pofipone not life : life ftill is pofting on : 
And makes you debtor for each moment gone. 

A noble 
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A noble proof of friendfliip you afford, 
Who hold your life lefs facred than your word. 
Soon to your friends return ! and in your breaft 
Leave for yourfelf a place amongfl the refl:. 

Ep. XLVin. 

The clock flrikes two : now ev'iy powder d fpark 

Sallies, felf-fatisfied, into the park. 

From one to two himfelf he did perufe : 

From twelve to one his chocolate and news. 

At three precifely I fhall dine at home ; 

Will, Jack, and Tom, and Dick, and you will come t 

That makes us fix ; I have one placie to fpare ; 

Bring Ned ; and Men to your bill of fare. 

A wholefome fallad will adorn the board, 

Luxurious as my garden will afford. 

The lettuce cooling ; leeks that claim the knife \ 

Mint good for wine ; and rocket for the wife : 

Parfnips with ^^s fhall hide a falted fifh : 

Delicious pickled pork, another difh : 

Lamb, which perhaps you'll think is better meat ; 

A morfel Reynard had a mind to eat. 

. B b Cutlets, 
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Cutlets, which want no carving till they 're cold : 
The youngeft fprouts ; and beans that are too old. 
Fowl, and a ham that thrice appear'd before. 
Ripe nonpareils for thofe who wifh for more. 
Parfons his ftout (I entertain with beer), 
Brew'd when Lord Mayor elecft the fecond year. 
No dang'rous fecret ; no ill-natur'd jell ; 
No freedoms, which next day will break your reft : 
But tales of betts the laft Newmarket feafon ; 
None of my friends fhall in his cups talk treafon. 

Ep. LL 

Now the gay hours to meet the Pleiads run ; 

And winter flies before the vernal fiin ; 

Now fmiles new clad the woodland and the plain •> 

And plaintive Philomel renews her ftrain ;. 

What happy days the town now fteals from Kent, 

There in pure air and eafe unformal fpent 1 

Think on your ^ove, your fountains,. Dover's ftrands, 

And o'er the waves her high commanding lands; 

Which to your bed a double view afford. 

Of Ihips at fea, and. ftiips in harbour moor'd.. 

I What, 
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What, though there be no crouded theatre ; 
No fenate, and no courts of juftice there ; 
No palace, where our honour'd monarch lies ; 
No Paul's with gilded crofs invade the fkies ; 
I feem to hear you thus reproach the town ; 
* Keep to yourfelf your things ; give me my own.' 

Ep. LXII. 

Thou monarch of eight parts of fpeech, 

Who fweep'ft with birch a youngfler's breech. 

Oh 1 now awhile withold your hand : 

So may the trembling crop-hair'd band 

Around your delk attentive hear. 

And pay you love inftead of fear : 

So may yours ever be as fiiU 

As writing or as dancing fchool. 

The fcorching dog-day is begun ; 

The harveft roafting in the fun : 

Each Bridewell keeper, though requir'd 

To ufe the lafti, is too much tir'd. 

Let ferula and rod together 

Lie dormant till the frofty weather. 

Bb « ^ Boys 



i8S SELECT EPIGRAMS. 

Boys do improve enough in reafon. 
Who mifs a fever in this feafon. 



Ep. LXIII. 

By this finall flone as great remains are hid. 

As ileep in an Egyptian pyramid : 

Here Hes a matron, for her years rever'd ; 

Who through them all with fpotlefs honour fteer'd. 

Five fons, as many daughters, Nature gave. 

Who dropp'd their pious tears into her grave. 

Nor her leail ^ory, though too rarely known; 

One man fhe held moft dear, and one alone- 

Ep. LXX. 

That fcarce a piece I publifh in a year : 
Idle perhaps to you I may appear. 
But rather, that I write at all, admire -y 
When I am often robb'd of days entire. 
Now with my friends the ev'ning I mull IJDend ;; 
To thofe preferred my compliments muft fend. 
Now at the witneffing a will make one : 
Hurried from this to that, my morning's gone. 

Some 
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Some office muft attend ; or elfe fome ball ; 
Or elfe my lawyer's fummons to the hall : 
Now a rehearfal, now a concert hear ; 
And iiow a Latin play at Weftminller. 
Home after ten return, quite tir'd and doz'd. 
When is the piece, you want, to be compos'd ? 

Ep. LXXIV. 

Tir'd with the town, too much of life I've ipent. 
In formal levees, and dull compliment. 
For long attendance what reward we meet ! 
A word ! at moft a dinner from the great ! 
One hour to Fi^ did greater gains afford. 
Much greater, for a flourifti of his fword. 
Were I to pay the labours of my Mufe ; 
(Small her defert) not Chelfea fields I'd chufe ; 
Nor Hybla's honey ; nor Arabia's fpice ; 
Nor plcafant gardens, hung on Highgate's rife, 
O'erlooking Hackney marfhes fed with fheep. 
Alk you, what is it then I want ? — ^to fleep. 

Ep. LXXVL 

Oh ! Fortune ! is your juftice loft ? 
Behold this man, no knight o' th* poft i 

Who 
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Who is no alien, French, or Swifs : 
But Englifhman, and Cockney is : 
Pleafant, fincere, good-natur'd, meek, 
Well fkill'd in Latin and in Greek : 
Who hath no individual crime. 
But that he is poflefs'd with rhyme. 
Should he, half-ftarv'd, wear fliabby black ? 
When -grooms have gold upon their back. 

Ep.LXXIX. 

Four miles from town his lordfliip's buildings ftand : 

So does Tom's cottage with a bit of land. 

A marble green-houfe lately built my lord : 

Tom for his flowers eredts a flied of board. 

His park with oaks his lordihip planted round : 

Tom put a hundred acorns in the ground. 

My lord was treafurer ; Tom overfeer ; 

As great, in his opinion, as the peer. 

As the ox burft the frog (fo fables fpeak). 

Aping my lord, I fear poor Tom will break. 

Ep. LXXX. 

At Chenevix' poor little mafter cries. 

When boxes, feals, and rings, and dolls he fpies ;, 

And 
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And from his foul fincereft forrows come, 
That he can't buy the room, and bear it home. 
How many with dry eyes a<ft mailer's part ? 
And, when they fmile, for trifles fob at heart. 

Ep. LXXXIL 

If your affairs my diligence could mend. 
Early and late I ready would attend : 
Expos'd to florms, when angry winds do blow ? 
And on my breafl receive the driving fnow. 
But if you not one farthing happier are,, 
By my fatigue, and by my gen'rous care ; 
Spare one worn out, oh ! fpare a labour vain,^ 
Which helps not you, but gives me real pain. 

Ep. LXXXV. 

* 

A worn-out failor, charm'd with Deptford flrand^ 
Clofe to the river bought a piece of land. 
The winter tides prevailed againfl the mound ; 
And in ftrong torrents overflow'd his ground.. 
His cafl-ofF bark, which luckily lay near. 
He fill'd with flones, converted to a pier> 

And 
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And ftopp'd the breach : and, who would have believ*d ? 
That a funk fhip a tar's affairs retriev*d« 

Ep. C. 

Fool that you are to mix your verfe with mine ; 
Of theft indicated by each other line. 
To herd with lions will the fox delight ? 
Eagles refemblance bear to birds of night ? 
Can you expe6l to run with one leg good. 
When you another have, which is of wood ? 

Ep. CI. 

Could witty Rochefter return again. 
With jokes his merry prince to entertain ; 
And he and you could with the monarch fit ; 
He'd filence Rochefler for want of wit. 

Ep. cm. 

My friends, who round Mount Cabum do abide, 
Drink Lewes' fbream, or o'er her carpet ride ; 

Are 
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Are you not anxious for your poet's famp ? 

His honours yours, and yours his deathlefs name. 

Much Twick'nam owes to Pope : now he is gone, 

May you not wifh fome poet for your own ? 

You without me, now thirty years at leaft. 

In focial mirth enjoy your Chriflmas feaft. 

While in this fair metropolis we ftay. 

Our hairs, alas ! (as foon you'll fee) are grey. 

If well receiv'd, with you will we remain : 

If not J a chaife conveys us back again. 



N. B. The 47th and 96th by Cowley. 
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Ep. I. 

W^HITHER, ah! whither, idle Mufe, 
Stray you from Dodiley*s fliop fo fpruce ? 
To mmifter of high condition, 
Lefs us*d to poem, than petition ? 
By him received, you may lie ilill. 
With that, or with a tradefinah's bill. 
Or if to verfe he fhould incline ; 
More to his own, perhaps, than mine. 

C c a Are 
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Are you content to lie on ftall, 

A comnwn proftitute to all ? 

Go then, and catch fome loit'ring beau, 

Whilft he is walking to and fro ; 

Who in the play-houfes delights. 

Or Tom's, or Cocoa-tree, or White's. 

How few will take from mice their due ! 

Nor will your follies by thofe few 

Be told ; but when their ftories flag * 

Of fome new bet, or running nag. 

Ep. XXXII. 

Tliou Atreus of a cucumber, 

Which, like Thyefte's fons, you tear, 

And in ten thoufand pieces flice ; 

And in ten thoufand ways di%wife. ^ 

This in your foup at firft you ufe t 

And this in ev'ry courfe produce; 

Hence your confectioner ftill takes 

His jellies, fweetmeats, and his cakes ; 

Decking his difhes in a row 

Of high-rais'd- pyramids for fhow. 

3 Your 
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Your cook from this hath found the means 
To fumifh us with peafe and beans ; 
And by his magic art create 
A muihroom, faufage, cod, or fcate. 
Your houfekeeper, as far as can go 
Her feas'ning art, tunis this to mango. 
Thus you, who fill by this device 
Your difhes of all forts and fize. 
Would modiih and polite be thought, 
By ferving up one lingle groat. 

Ep. XXXV. 

Jack buys ah ancient cottage, difmal, foul. 
And fcarce a decent harbour for an owl. 
Near to an hofpitable neighbour's feat. 
Jack will not lodge fo well as he will eat. 

Ep. XXXVI. 

That I your invitation fhould decline. 
Why do you wonder ? why do you repine ? 
When hundreds you invite to me unknown : 
I do not choofe, dear friend, to dine alone. 

Ep. XL. 
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Ep. XL. 

You were for ever by my infant fide ; 
My guardian, my companion, and my guide. 
The razor now grows blunt againil my beard ; 
And ev'ry girl complains that it is hard. 
'With you I am but little mailer ftill : 
And all ray fervants tremble at your will. 
To game, or to intrigue, I muft not dare : 
All things to you, to me none, lawful are. 
You check, remark, complain, and cry, * Good God I* 
And in your paflion fcarce forbear the rod. 
If my toupee, or velvet, I put on. 
You fay, oh ! how unlike your father gone 1 
You count each bumper with a ferious look ; 
As if from your own vault the wine I took. 
Such cenfor I no longer fuffer can : 
Pray, alk my maid, if I am not a man. 

Ep. XLV. 

Childlefs, and rich, and bom in Charles's reign, 
Can you expe(Sl that cordial friends remain ? 

If 
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If (uch } they are, whom young and poor you found : 
The new will love you only under ground. 

Ep. LVI. 

Ned prays, that Heav'n naay you with ifliae blefs : 
Believe him not r nothing he wifhes lefs. 
To wiih what he diflikes is fawning art : 
And, when he ipeaks, his tongue belies his heart. 
Let but your lady feel a breeding throe, 
Ned will look pale, as he were breeding too. 
Yet with a friend's defire fo far comply ; 
That he may think you did not childlefs die. 

Ep. LVII. 

When you too ftoically fcorn the grave. 
You want me to admire a foul fo brave. 
A broken pot this virtue doth infpire ; 
A difinal chimney ever void of fire ; 
A loufy rug ; a bed of blankets bare ; 
And but one jacket for all feafons wear. 
Oh 1 the great man 1 that can a mat refign, 
A hard brown cruft, and dregs of acid wine. 

In 
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In downy eafe let me fuppofe you laid. 
With crimfon damalk curtains round your bed | 
And in that bed a brifk and am'rous fair. 
Who at your table charms us with her air ; 
Thrice Neftor's age would fcarce content your foul. 
Which would not lofe one moment fix)m the whole; 
*Tis eafy life to fcom, by need fubdu'd : 
To bear afili<5tions is true fortitude. 

Ep. LX. 

Six rings on ev'ry finger Vainlove keeps : 
In them he goes to ftool ; in them he fleepa. 
If you are curious, and the caufe would trace ; . • 
It is becaufe he did not hire the cafe. 

Ep. LXVII. 

You an informer are, and a back-biter ;. 

A common fharper, and a hackney writer ; 

A whore-maller, and matter of defence ; 

Jack of all trades ; ftrange ! that you want the pence. 

Ep. LXVIII. 

You nothing give me now ; when you expire, 
You promife all. — ^You know what I delire. 

EpLXK. 
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Ep. LXIX. 

An enfign*s poft you afk; and that's denied : 
Afk for a cornel's ; lefs 'twill hurt your pride, 

Ep. LXXVII. 

Ten pounds, I owe, you call for in a pet; 
Becaufe Tom broke two hundred in your debt. 
Hard 1 I fhould bear the faults of other men ; 
You, who could lofe two hundred, pray lofe ten. 

Ep. LXXX. 

From Kew to town four hours I ipent : you rail, 
As if I travell'd flower than a fiiail. 
The road was good : not I, but you, to blame j 
Who fent your equipage, in which I came. 

Ep. LXXXIII. 

At Briftol, Tom from tha mayor's feafl was led : 
And, home retum'd, was going up to bed ; 

D d From 
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From the ftair-head he like Elpenor fell : 
And, like Elpenor, almoft dropp'd to hell. 
My fober friend, reflect upon this matter : 
How fafe are you, who drink but Briftol water ! 

Ep. LXXXIV. 

Gratis your houfe old batchelors frequent ; 
Yet none can let a houfe at higher rent. 

Ep. LXXXV. 

You, who wifti not to die before your hour, 

Truft not your face to barber ScrapeilFs powV. 

A foldier's fkin is lefs feverely rent, 

Who runs the gantlope through his regiment. 

Hawkins by far cuts ealier for the flone ; 

And any furgeon fets a broken bone. 

A barber, fit for beggars in a lane ; 

To dock a horfe's tail, or cut his mane. 

A felon martyr'd by flich hands as thefe. 

Would call upon the hangman's hand for eafe. 

Debtors for reftige would to bailiffs fly. 

And tars to prefs-gangs, when his razor's nigh. 

2 
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Look on thefe fears ! how movingly they fpeak ! 
And feem as I was burnt in either cheek I 
Not of an angry wife they records ftand ; 
But Scrapeiirs razor, and his bungling hand. 
A goat is wifeft of the brutifh herd ; 
Who, to avoid a Scrapeill, wears his beard. 

Ep. xcm. 

He fays not right, who lays that you are evil : 
You an ill man ! — ^you are a very devil. 

Ep. XCIV. 

Poor poet Dowel's houfe confura'd by fire ! 
Is the Mufe pleas'd ? or father of the lyre ? 
O cruel Fate ! what injury you do, 
To bum the houfe, and not the mafter too I 

Ep. CVIII. 

The leaves all foil'd, fome tum*d, the comers worn, 
Shew you've perus'd my work, which you retum. 
I'm glad you've read it all ; I fee 'tis tme ; 
So I have read five volumes writ by you. 

Dd a SE- 
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Ep. YEL 

xIER years if number*d by her hairs;, I ween, 
That lady Elderly is fcarce nineteen. 

Ep. X. 

He fawns for more, thou^ he his thoufands touch t 
Fortune gives none enough, but ibme too much. 



Ep. XII. 
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Ep. XII. 

In midnight cups you grant all we propofe : 
Next mom negledl : pray, take a morning dofe. 

Ep. XIII. 

Rich men, my friend, by anger know to thrive. 
*Tis cheaper much to quarrel than to give. 

Ep. XIV. 

Dear 'Iquire, take my advice ; your hunter fpare : 
Nor with fuch violence purfue a hare. 
The fjx)rtfman often does the prey- become ; 
And from his horfe receives his final doom. 
No ground is fafe : if ditch nor bar remain, 
Nor pit, your horfe may ftumble on a plain. 
There are enough, at diftance to divert. 
And break their neck, who have not your defert. 
If manly exercife fuch pleafure yields ; 
Safer and nobler feek in Belgic fields. 
Why ride at all, and madly Fate defy ? 
Roper at lafl before the fox did die. 

Ep. XVn. 



/ 
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Ep. XVII. 

Your fever ftill attends you, though you grieve ; 
Though you complain, will not one moment leave. 
With you it travels in a chariot ; dines 
With you on truffles, oifters, fweetbreads, chines ; 
Drinks hock ; in Burgundy is very nice : 
Nor will tafte claret, till 'tis cool'd in ice ; 
Reclines at eafe ; and fmells to fome perfiime ; 
Lodges on down, in a well-furnifh'd room. 
Think you, a fever, which you treat fo well. 
Will with a porter or a cohler dwell ? 

Ep. xvm. 

While you, perhaps, now crowd through Temble-bar, 
Stunn'd with the din of rattling coach and car ; 
Or towards Paul's are mounting Ludgate-ftreet ; 
Or running to the levee of the great ; 
Or in your lawyer's gown are driving hard, 
Either through Great or Little Palace-yard ; 
My native Suflex, and her fav'rite ihore. 
Of golden harvefls proud, and iron ore, 

Me 
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Me, her too long abfenting renegade, 

Again revives, and hath a farmer made. 

Biiiy, but pleas'd, and idly taking pains. 

Here Lewes Downs I till, and Ringmer plains ; 

Names which to each South Saxon are well known, 

Though they found harfti to powder d beaux in town. 

None can enjoy a founder fieep than mine ; 

I often do not wake till after nine ; 

And midnight hours with intereft repay. 

For years in town diverfions thrown away. 

Stranger to finery, myfelf I drefs. 

In the firll coat from an old broken prefs. 

My fire, as foon as I am up, I fee 

Bright with the ruins of fome neighb'ring tree ; 

And early by a country cook- wench crown'd 

With boiling pots and fkillets all around. 

Next comes my dairy-maid ; and fuch a one 

As Pan himfelf might wifh to meet alone. 

My boys, whofe heads rough as a filly*s grow, 

Are fummon*d by my bailiff to the plough. 

Such is my life, a life of liberty : 

So would I wifh to live, and fo to die. 

Ep, XX. 
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Ep. XX. 

You lately were enquiring, why Silvefter 
Has not yet got a wife ? — ^He has a iifler. 

JEp. XXI. 

That you were bom, and ever fince have liv'd 
In Derby Peak, is fcarce to be conceiv'd. 
Wit fo uncommon, and diverting too, 
Courts might admire, and challenge as their due. 
No Pall-mall lady can with you compare ; 
None who fees company in Grofv'nor-fquare. 
Nor foon again will fhine in traAs unknown, 
One, who would be an ornament to town. 
You for the loft metropolis atone ; 
And London I enjoy in you alone. 

Ep. XXin. 

Your hair and teeth you're not aiham'd to buy. 
What will you do, fhould you lofe t' other eye. 

E e Ep. XXIV. 
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Ep. XXIV. 

How pleafant is this one-horfe chair I 

In which alone I take the air : 

Tis Pleadwell's prefent : for my age, 

There is no better equipage. 

Now with thy mafter, Ball, be free ; 

And fay whate'er you j^bafe to me. 

No mafter of the horfe have I, 

Or groom or running-footman by. 

And though your curb and harnefs rattle, 

The devil's in it if they tattle. 

Would that my honeft friend Ned Hearty 

Were here but with us of the party ! 

I fhould not fear that he would tdl : 

We three might pafs the day full welt. 

Ep. XXV. 

If I want money, you have none, you cry : 

But lend it, if my field's fecurity. 

With what you would not truft your ancient friend, 

That to my acre? and my trees you lend. 

Are 
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Are you Indicted for a breach of kws ? 
Go to my field, and let him plead your caufe. 
Want you a friend your baniihment to eafe ? 
Let my field travel with you, if he pleafe. 

Ep. xxvl 

When in your borough you yourfelf beftir, 
I do appear to you an idle cur ; 
That by day-break I run not up and down, 
And kifs each voter*s wife throughout the town. 
By this you may gain credit in the nation ; 
Or be made governor of fome plantation. 
But as for me, what end can I obtain ? 
Whom you compel to break my reft in vain : 
And early march along a dirty ftreet. 
With fcarce a ihoe entire upon my feet : 
And if a fudden hesivy fhower defcends. 
Without a boy, who with a cloak attends. 
Your fervant whifpers to me in this plight, 
* His honour begs you'll fiip with him to night.* 
Had I not rather by myfelf keep Lent ? 
Let not our pains and pay be different. 

E e a Is 
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Is it not hard that this ihould be the cafe ? 
I but a fupper get, and you a place. 

Ep. XXVII. 

She ravilh'd was by highwaymen, fhe cries ; 
Flatly the £a€t each highwayman denies. 

Ep. xxvin. 

I drink a pint ; a gallon you : for fhame ! 
Can you complain the wine is not the feme ? 

Ep. XXX. 

Tom never drinks : that I fhould much commend 
In Tom my coachman, but not Tom my friend. 

Ep. XXXI. 

This grove ; thefe fountains ; tonfile Linden's fhade ; 
Refrefhing ftreams, by ducStile waters made ; 
Thefe flowering meadows, ftill like Eden gay ; 
Thefe pot-herbs green, that dare the coldeft day ; 

This 
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This eel, which fwims familiar to the fight : 

This tow'ring dove-houfe, cover'd with its flight ; 

I to my wife, after long abfence, owe : 

'Tis fhe this houfe, this kingdom, did beftow : 

Could I with the firft fair have paradife, 

Bleft as I am, the boon I would defpife. 

Ep. XXXIV. 

We two, in fair and in foul weather, 
Thirty-four years have pafs*d together : 
Nor fweet nor four our cup did want ; 
The fweet hath been predominant : 
And bring life's chequer*d board to light, 
Fewer the ljx)ts of black than white. 
Would you fhun many things to curfe. 
And guard againft the mind's remorfe. 
With none too intimately live ; 
Lefs you'll rejoice, and lefs will grieve. 

Ep. XXXV 

Free from referve you would to me appear ; 
And tell me you are pox'd, to feem fincere. 

But 
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But with a friend this is not dealing well ; 
For he mufl: more conceal, wlio this could teli. 

Ep. XXXVI. 

Though you beftow upon a man of worth 

A jacket, jofeph, dinner, or fo forth ; 

A piece or two in hand, which foon muft fail. 

And fave but two months longer from a jail ; 

And though fcarce one befides yourfelf does thus. 

Believe me, Sir, you are not generous. 

What am I then ? fay you. Why truly, I Sir 

Think you at beft a better fort of mifer. 

Recall to mind the Pifos, Senecas ; 

(Bounty, which is not now, but fuch as was) ' 

Compared with them, how much are you furpafs'd t 

Of all the gen'rous men you are the laft. 

If for Newmarket plate you would contend ; 

Tis ftrength, 'tis fwiftnefs, that muft recommend. 

The glory is, from the beft horfe to gain ; 

Not to o'ertake an afs upon the plain. 

Ep. XL. 

I praife your doggrel verfe : believe your lie : 
You ftng, I fing : you drink, and fo do I. 

4 You 
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You fart, I ftrive : we play, you win the game : 
One thing you da without me, I don't name. 
And yet you nothing give me : when you die. 
You promife much : — but one more wifh have I, 

Ep. XLV. 

When to fecure your bald-pate from the weather. 
You lately wore a cap of black neat's leather; 
He was a very wag, who to you faid, 
* Why do you wear your fBppers bn your head ? 

Ep. XLVI. 

When Scribbler makes us for his verfe fubfcribe ; 
All are not mad of the poetic tribe. 

Ep. XLVIII. 

As common fare, when fauj&ges and chine 
You place before me, I with pleafure dine. 
But if you think to pleafe me, or conceive 
By foups to be my heir,'! take my leave. 

Your 
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Your dinner's nice ; extremely nice, I own ; 

Yet it is nought the moment it is down. 

Perchance it to a dirty mop may fall, 

A hungry dog, clofe-ftool, or urinal. 

In what ends mullet, hare, and feafon'd meat ? 

In afhy countenance and gouty feet. 

Dear at that rate the moft delicious cheer : 

A coronation feaft by much too dear 1 

Think you, when you your Burgundy do pour, 

You honour me ? the thought will turn it four. 

Proud entertainer, feek another gueft 

To praife the regal i*plendour of your feaft. 

Me let a friend to a chance fcrap receive : 

I like a dinner, fuch as I can give. 

Ep. XLIX. 

Thou mafter of T6te de Mouton, 
Thou Calverly of high renown, 
To whom niy lady Wealthy fent 
Her girl with ev'ry ornament. 
Long be you famous for your care ; 
And mothers you to all prefer. 



Pity 



SELECT EPIGRAMS. ai7 

Pity on me, fome pity have, 
To a ^ong paflion quite a ilave. 
Nor guard fo clofe what I admire. 
And what hath fet my heart on fire : 
Which night and day I long to hold ; 
And eager on my lareaft infdid : 
Bright, fparkling, lively, lovely, f^, 
— ^I ^peak of mi&'fi fditaire. 

Ep. L. 

None equal you in trees for ever green : 
Your bath's the moft majdtic can be feen^ 
Your colonade is Ic^fy, i^^acious, £ne : 
And underfoot your marble pavements fliine : 
Round your wide park the fleeting courfer bounds : 
Many cafcades &lute us with their founds : 
Apartments grand : no place ±o eat or fleep : 
What a moil noble houfe you do mi keep I 

Ep. LI. 

Wonder you Meanwell is fo often bit ? 
An honeft man's a child in worldly wit. 

F f Ep. LVn. 



ai8 SELECT EPIGRAMS. 

Ep. LVII. 

Why to a homely cottage I retire, 

On a dry fpot, not far from Harrow fpire? 

Becaufe a man, fo poor as I, may creep 

Round town ; nor find a hole to think or fleep. 

Is it to live ? to lodge as in a mill : . 

Difturb'd each morn by chimney-fweeper's fhrill t. 

With pewtVers hammers tinkling in one's ears t 

With alley-jobbers crying bulls and bears. 

Here Irifh bog-trotters, now paviors grown. 

Ram with loud hems and thumps the fhining ftone. 

There foldiers, marching to their duty, come, 

With trumpets founding, and with beat of drum^ 

Dunn'd by a failor with a wooden leg \ 

Or little Palatine brought up to beg. 

Stunn'd by a train of ragged dirty wretches. 

Hawking a Grub-ftrieet paper, or card-matchesv 

The ways to lofe one's fleep whoever tells. 

Might count the changes on St. Martin's bells. 

But you, my Lord, know none of all this ill,, 

Whofe palace looks o'er Conflitution HilL 

Your rus in urbe delicately yields 

A profpe6t fair o'er Chelfea's twice-mow'd fields. 

Within 
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Within your gate a yard to turn a coach : 
Your chamber fafe from noife and day's approach. 
No paffing mob with idle jokes to noife it ; 
Nor lodging-room with London for its clofet. 
Fatigu'd with all this hubbub, far we fly it. 
To pafs in country cot the night in quiet. 

Ep. LX. 

Hail Taffy's day I on which my race begun : 
On which I firfl beheld the glorious fun. 
That day I now in rural eafe will fpend ; 
In banquet whilom pafs'd with many a friend. 
No longer flave to forms, I will contrive 
Upon that day, which gave me life, to live. 
Is it to keep the day ? in pain to fup. 
About Sir Harry's hock, and Ned^ fpice-cup. 
Anxious the pimch well zefted be, and bright : 
The tables, difhes, company plac'd right. 
Rifing each moment during the whole fead ; 
And catching cold to compliment each guefl. 
Were this commanded, we fhould not comply: 
Why therefore chiife fuch formal flavery. 

F f 3 Ep. LXI. 
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Ep. LXI. 

You dread my verfe and fling of wit. 

Which put you in a fhaking fit : 

Would feem of rank to entertain 

Such fears : your fears and hopes are vain^ 

Tis at the bull that lions fly, 

While rats run unregarded by. 

Find other poets, if you long 

To be the burden oi a fong : 

Some drunken bard from Grub-fbreet hofe;. 

Who, with a piece of chalk or coal. 

May draw a line or two of fatire. 

Which we may redd in eafing nature* 

Your coxcomb may deferve the burden^^ 

Not of my verfe, but of my Jordan. 

Ep. LXim 

O Grubflreet ! fam*d for dyii^ fpeecti^. 
And many a fcrap to wipe the breech :. 
With pamphlet and with journal vying 
In downright, true-blue, native, lying : 



Prny- 
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"Bray tell your fliamelefs bard, who gratis 
Repeats my works, that 'tis plusfatis. 
From a good poet fuch behaviour 
rd bear, and might return the favour^ 
When batchelors fupply your place». 
There's no retaliating the cafe. 
If a blind man beats out your eye,. 
You can't return the injury. 
As beggars are from fuits infur'd ^ 
So. a bad poet is fecur'd.. 

Ep. Lxvm 

Thou morning client, this is my retreat v 
Go to the town and palace of the great. 
No lawyer I, nor can your caufe defend;. 
But old and idle, and the Mufe's friend. 
Eafe and repofe I love ; but if in vain 
1 feek them. here ; why not to town again? 

Ep. LXX. 

Tom had a lad lame with a broken thigh ; 
And an old houfdceeper with but one eye :. 

On 
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On greafy fteak from chop-houfe did regale : 
And againft drunkards moft devoutly rail. 
Did you for bottles after dinner call ; 
He damn'd the bottles, glafles, wine, and all. 
Now an eftate is from an uncle come ; 
He from the tavern ne'er goes fober home ; 
Such the effect of plate and lacqueys five 1 
When poor, Tom was the fob'reft man alive. 

Ep. LXXII. 

A little farm you purchafe near the town, 
With a poor timber-houfe, juft dropping down. 
And bufinefs quit, a better farm by far; 
Lmean the certain profits of the bar; 
Of wheat, oats, beans, and barley, large fupplies 
The lawyer got ; which now the farmer buys. 

Ep. LXXIV. 

Though fhips from China bring you cup and jar ; 
Accept this mug of homely Lambeth ware. 
Bold is the man, who fuch a prefent fends ; 
Though a cheap pot may anfwer fev'ral ends. 

A thief 
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A thief for this will hardly rifk his neck : 
Nor ealily will fcalding water break. 
The fervant brings it in no pain at all, 
Nor have you any, left you let it fall. 
You pledge not him, you think has a difeafe ; 
But drop the cup and break it, if you pleafe. 

Ep. LXXVU. 

While Spintext, in his fermon long and loud. 

On tip-toe catechis'd the lift'ning croud ; 

He from the pulpit did a fart let fly. 

The congregation loft their gravity. 

Th' offended biftiop did the thing refent : 

A cruel penance Spintext underwent : 

Doom'd to his lordftiip*s board no more to come ; 

But on light diet live three months at home. 

And 'tis with Spintext now a conftant rule, * 

Before he mounts the defk, to go to ftool. 

And after all that caution, lefs doth mind 

His prayers at church, than to hold faft behind. 

Ep. LXXXIII. 

To breakfaft if to Ranelagh you ftray. 

And Supple meet, he's not fliook off that day» 

5 The 
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The boiling kettle with both hands he'll feize. 
And hand the cakes, that you may fit at eafe. 
In the canal the wind your beaver blows; 
To take it out, he ventures over £hoes. 
If you take fhufF, your box he xnagaifiee. 
Although of iron, and the loweft price. , 

Then with his comb will fet yoimg mailer's hair : 
And fwear, no wig can with diofe locks compare. 
Attends him to the nece&ry place : 
And wipes a drop of fweat from off his ftce. 
AU he admires and praifes ; till in fine, 
Fatigu'd, you cry, * To day, pray, with us dine.' 

Ep. XCI. 

Wealthy was of a fever like to die ; 

When a moft folemn vow was made by Sly : 

If his friend Wealthy gave not up the ghoft, 

A church he'd build at his own proper poll. 

Wealthy gets well : thinks Sly, left in the lurch, 

Since private pray'r prcvail'd, there needs no church, 

Ep. XCUL 

What would I do, the queilion you repeat. 
If on a fudden I were rich and great ? 

Who 
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Who can himfelf with future conduct charge ? 
What would you do, a lion, and at large ? 

Ep. XCIV. 

My Lady Modiih doth. this way devife, 
To kife her fpark before her hufband's eyes. 
She flavers o'er her little boy with kiiles, 
And the gallant receives the reeking blifles : 
Then to the little Cupid gives a finack ; 
And to his laughing mother fends him back. 
But if the hufband is this way beguiFd, 
The hufband is by much the greater child. 

Ep. C. 

You fay, your nofe and eyes yourfather*s are : 
Your mouth your grandfire's, with your mother's air. 
Since ev'ry part hath got fome flamp upon't ; 
Pray, tell us, if you can, whofe is your front. 

G g Ep. CII. 
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Ep. CIL 

The fpice, cloaths, plate, and jewels, which each day 
By you are fold, the buyer bears away. 
But your wife's merchandife yields greater gain, 
Which you fo often fell, yet ftill retain* 

N. B. The 47th in Spciaator, N* 68 ;. the 54th in Spedbtor,. N" 85, 



APPE^STDIX. 
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APPENDIX. 



BOOK THE FIRST. 



Epigram I. Spectator* N* 446. 

W H Y doft thou come, great cenfor of the age, 
To fee the loofe diverfions of the fbge ? 
With awful countenance, and brow fevere, 
"What in the name of goodnefs doft thou here ? 
See the mix'd croud t how giddy, lewd, and vain ! 
Didft thou come in but to go out again ? 

Ep. LVL Cowley, 

Well then, Sir, you fhall know how fer extend 
The prayers and hopes of your poetic friend : 

Gg a H« 
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He does not palaces nor manors crave, 
Would be na lord, but leis a. Icord would hare^ 
The ground he holds, if he his own can call, - 
He quarrels not with Heav'n bccaufe 'tij fmall t 
Let gay and toilfome greatnefs others pleafe, 
He loves of homely littlenefs the eafe. 
Can any man in gilded rooms attend. 
And his dear hours in humble vLGts fpend ? 
When in the frefh and beauteous fields he may 
With various healthful pleafures fill the day ? 
If there be man (ye gods) I ought to hate, 
Dependance and attendance be his fate. 
Still let him buiy be and in a croud," 
And very much a flave, and very jwoud : 
Thus he perhaps pow*rfiil and rich may grow ; 
No matter, O ye gods 1 that I'll allow ; 
But let him peace and freedom never fee ; 
Let him not love this life, who loves not me. 

Ep. LXIX. Spectator, N* 113. 

Let Rufus weep, rejoice, fland, fit, or walk. 
Still he can nothing but of Naevia talk : 



Let 
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Let him cat, drink-, afk queftions, or difpute, 
Still he mull fpeak of Naevia, or be mute. 
He writ to his father, ending with this line, 
I am, my lovely Naevia, ever thine. 

Ep. CXVIII. Oldham. 

As oft. Sir Tradewell, as we meet. 

You 're fure to alk me in the ftreet. 

When you fliall fend your boy to me. 

To fetch my book of poetry ; 

And promife you'll but read.it o'er. 

And faithfully tlie loan reftore : » 

But let me tell you as a friend, 

You need not take the pains to fend t 

Tis a long way to where I dwell. 

At farther end of Clerkenwell : 

There, in a garret near the fky. 

Above five pair of flairs I lie. 

But, if you'd have what you pretend. 

You may procure it nearer hand : 

In Comhill, where you often go. 

Hard by th' Exchange, there is, you know, 

A fhop 
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A fliop of rhyme, where you may fee 
The pofts all clad in poetry : 

There H lives of high renown. 

The noted'ft tory in the town^ 
Where, if you pleafe, enquire for me. 
And he, or *s prentice, prefently 
From the next fhelf will reach you down 
The piece, well bound, for half a crown : 
The price is much too dear, you cry. 
To give for both the book and me : 
Yes, doubtlefs, for fuch vanities ; 
We know. Sir, you are too too wife» 



BOOK THE SECOND. 



Ep. LIII. Cowley. 



Would you be free ? 'tis your chief wifli you fay ; 
Come on ; I'll Ihew thee, friend, the certain way : 
If to no feafts abroad thou lov'fl: to go, 
WJiitft bounteous God does bread at home beflow ; 

If 
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If thou the goodnefs of thy cloaths doft prize 
By thine own ufe, and not by other's eyes j. 
If (only fafe from weather) thou canft dwell 
In a iinall houfe, but a convenient fhell ; 
If thou, without a figh or golden wifh, 
Canfl look upon thy beechen bowl and difh ;; 
If in thy mind fuch, pow'r and gfeatneis be ; 
The Perfian king's a ihve compar'd with thee.- 

Ep. LXVIIL Gowley^ 

That r do you with humble bows no more^ 

And danger of my naked head, adore ; 

That I, who^ lord and mailer cry'd ere while^ 

Salute you in a new and different flyle,. 

By your owti name, a fcandal to you now,. 

Think not that I forget myfelf and you :. 

By lofs of all things by all others fought. 

This freedom, and the freeman's. hat, is bought;, 

A lord and mafter no man wants, but he, . 

"Who o'er himfelf has no. authority. 

Who does for honours and for richas flrive. 

And follies, without which lords cannot. live.. 

6 If: 
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If thou from fortune doft no fervant crave, 
Believe it, thou no mafter need'ft to have, 

Ep. XC. Cowley. 

Wonder not. Sir (you who inftru6l the town 
In the true wifdom of the facred gown). 
That I make hafie to Uve, and cannot hold 
Patiently out, till I grow rich and old. 
Life for delays and doubts no time does give ; 
None ever yet made hafte enough to live. 
Let him defer it, whofe prepoli'rous care 
Omits himfelf, and reaches to his heir. 
Who does his father's bounded ftores defpife, 
And whom his own too.never can fufBce. 
My humble thoughts no glittVing roofs require. 
Or rooms that fhine with ought but conflant lire. 
I will content the av'rice of my fight 
With the fair gildings of refle£led light : 
Pleafures abroad, the fport of Nature yields 
Her living fountains, and her finiling fields. 
And then at home, what pleafure is't to fee 
A little cleanly chearful family ! 

Which 
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Which if a chafte wife crown, no lefe in her 

« 

Than fortune, I the golden mean prefer. 
Too noble, nor too wife, ihe ihould not be. 
No, nor too rich, too fair, too fond me. 
Thus let my life Aide filently away. 
With fleep all night, and quiet all the day. 



BOOK THE FOURTH. 



Ep. V. Cowley. 



Honeil and poor, faithful in word and thought, 
What hath thee, Fabian, to the city brought ? 
Thou neither the buffoon nor bawd canft play; 
Nor with falfe whifpers th' innocent betray 1 
Nor corrupt wives ; nor from rich beldams get 
A Uving by thy induftry and fweat : 
Nor with vain promifes and proje6bj cheat ; 
Nor bribe nor flatter any of the great. 
But you're a man of learning, prudent, jufl ; 
A man of courage, firm, and fit for trufl. 

H h Why, 
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Why, you may Hay, and live unenvied here ; .' 
But (faith) go back, and keep you whete you wei?ei 



1 1 f I ; 



I t 1 



I " ' ' i - ' 



BOOK THE FIFTH. 



Ep. XXI. Cowley. 



If, deareft friend, it my good fate might be 
T' enjoy at once a quiet life and thee ; 
If we for happinefs could leifure find, 
And warid'ring time into a method bind ; 
We fhould not iiire the great men's favour need^ 
Nor on long hopes, the court's thin diet, feed. 
We fhould not patience find to daily hear 
The calumnies, and flatt'ries fpoken there. 
We fhould not the lords tables humbly ufe. 
Or talk in ladies chambers love and news ; 
But books, and wife difcourfe, gardens and fields^ 
And all the joys that unmix'd nature yields. 
Thick fummer fhades, where winter flill does lie, 
Bright winter fires that fummer's part fupply. 

7 Sleep 
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Sleep not controU'd by cares confin'd to night, 

Or bound in any rule but appetite. 

Free, but not favage or ungracious mirth, ^ 

Rich wines to give it free and eafy birth. 

A few companions, which ourfelves fhould chufe, 

A gentle miftrels, and a gentler mufe.. : '. 

Such, deareft friend, fuch without doubt, fhould be 

Our place, our bus'nefs,. and our company. 

Now ta himfelf, alas,, does neither live. 

But fee good funs, of which we are to give 

A ftri6t account, fet and march thick away ; 

Knows a man how to live, and does he ftay ? 

Ep. LIX. Cowley. 

. .... I 

To-morrow you will live, you always cry ; 
In what fair country does this morrow lie. 
That 'tis fo mighty long 6re it- arrive ? 
Beyond the Indies does this morrow live ? 
*Tis fo far fetch'd, this morrow,: that I fear] 
'Twill be both very old and very dear. 
To-morrow I will live, the fool does fa^'' ; 
To-day itfelf 's too late, the wife liv'd yefterday. - • 

H h a BOOK 
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BOOK THE SEVENTH. 



Ep. CI.. Spectator, N** 53* 



Wliilft in the dark on thy foft hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting firen in thy tongue, 
What flames, what darts, what anguifh, I endur'd i 
But when the candle entered I was cur'd. 



BOOK THE TENTH. 



Ep. XLVII. Cowlett. 

Since, deareft friend, *tis your deiire to fee 
A true receipt of happinefs from me ^' 
Thefe are the chief ingredients, if not all. 
Take an eftate neither too great nor fmall^. 
Which quantum Jufficit the do<Sl:ors calL 



Let 
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Let this eJftate from parents care defcend ; 

The getting it too much of life doth fpendj 

Take fuch a groimd, whofe gratitude may be. 

A fair encouragement for induftiyv. 

Let confbnt fires the winter's fury tame, . 

And let thy kitchen's be a veftal flame,. 

Thee to the town let never fuit at law,. 

And rarely, very rarely, bus'nefs draw; 

Thy active mind in equal temper keep. 

In undifturbed peace, yet not. in fleep. 

Let exercife a vigVous health maintain, , 

Without which all the compofition's: vain. 

In the fame weight prudence and innocence take, 

j4na of each does the jufl mixture make. 

But a few friendfhips wear, and let them .be 

By nature and by fortune fit for thee. 

Inflead of art and luxury in food,. 

Let mirth and freedom make, thy table good. 

If any cares into the day-time creep. 

At night, without wine's opium, let. them fleep. 

Let reft, which nature does to darknefs wed, 

And not lufl, recommend to thee thy bed. 

Be fatisfied, and pleas'd with what thou art; 

A&. chearfiilly and well th' allotted part j , 

. Enjoy 
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Enjoy the prefent hour, be thankful for the paft. 
And neither fear, nor wifb, th' approaches of the laft. 

Ep. XCVI. Cowley. 

Me, who have liv'd fo long among the great. 
You wonder to hear talk of a retreat. 
And a retreat fo diftant as may fhew 
No thoughts of a return when once I go. 
Give me a country, how remote fo e'er, 
Where happinefs a mod'rate rate doth bear ; 
Where poverty itfelf in plenty flows. 
And all the folid ufe of riches knows. 
The ground about the houfe maintains It there ; 
The houfe maintains the ground about it here. 
Here even hunger's dear, and a full board 
Devours the vital fubftance of the lord. 
The land itfelf does there the feafl bellow, 
The land itfelf mull here to market go. 
Three or four fuits one winter here does walle ; 
One fuit does there three or four winters lall. 
Here ev'ry fhigal man muft ofl be cold. 
And little luke-warm fires to you fold : 

There 
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There fire's an element as cheap and free 
Almoft as any other of the three. 
Stay you then here, and live among the great. 
Attend their fports, and at their table eat ; 
When all the bounties here of men you fcore, 
The place's bounty there will give you more* 



BOOK THE TWELFTH. 



Ep. XLVIL Spectator, N» 68. 

In all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt fuch a touchy, telly, pleafant fellow ; 
Haft fo much wit and mirth, and fpleen, about thee,. 
There is no living with thee, or without thee. 

Ep. LIV. Spectator, N* 86. 

Thy beard and head are of a difF'rent dye ; 
Short of one foot, diftorted in an eye : 
With all thefe tokens of a knave complete, 
Should'ft toou be honeft, thou'rt a dev'lilh cheat. 

INDEX. 



( n< ) 



INDEX. 



N. B. The Numerals refer to the Books, the Figures to 

the Epigrams, 



ADVICE. 

1 O a rich neighbour with one daughter to live well, vi, 27. 
To an ingenious friend in the army, vi. 25. 
To one that makes promifes in his cups over night, xii. 1 2. 
To a fportfman, xii. 14. 

AGE. 

Threefcore late to begin an Apprenticefhip, vii. 9. 
One way of computing Lady Elderley's age, xii. 7. 

ANSWER. 
No improper one to a rude petition, iii. 61. 

ATTENDANCE. 

Attendance on remote expectations not very wife, x. 18. 
Attendants on politicians generally receive faiall pay, xii* 26. 

li AU- 
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AUTHORS. 



In great danger of being ridiculed, i. 4. 

Reafons for publication in the life-time of the author, i. 26. 

Eminent poets where born, i. 62. 

A candid compliment to a poet, ii. 7 r . 

How to judge of the length of a work, ii. 77. 

Poet, an animal to be avoided, iii. 44. 

Author to fend his friend to the bookfellers, iv. 72^ 

Not to regard defamation, v. 61. 

Very filly in taking ridicule for praife, v. 64. . 

A fair propofal to the reader, vi. 6$. 

A pleafant excufe for not making a prefent of his work, vii, 3. 

Epigrams without a fling not taking, vii. 25.' 

The poet begs his friend's fmcere opinion of his work, vii. 28. 

Few yield pre-eminence in wit, viii. 18. 

A poet both mad and wife, viii. 20. 

When diftichs are 'difagreeable, viii. 29. 

A receipt to make a good poet, viii. 56. 

The poet when not ambitious to pleafe, viii. 69, 

Plain truth, or the fecret revealed to an author, viii. 76. 

Brevity not bad, ix. 51. 

The reader's tafte to b? confulted before a brother author's, ix. 82. 

Why a work is better from the author than bookfeller, ix. loi. 

Finifh'd writings the beft monuments, x. 2. 

To die unknown better than fame from fcurrilous writings, x. 3. 

Moral writings only valuable, x. 4. 

Obfcurity no recommendation, x. 21. 

Vices to be lailied, perfons fpared, x. ^^^ 

No time for compofmg in town, x. 70. 

What reward the poet prays for, x. 74. 

A poet worfe drefs'd than a groom, x. 76. 

A plagiary who detects himfelf, x. 100. 

A poet 
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A poet retiring from the town, x. 103. 

His remonftrance to his mufe, xi. i. 

Poet DogrePs efcape lamented, xi. 94, 

How to convince an author you have read his work, xi. 108. 

All poets not mad, xii. 46. 

An infignificant fellow below a poet's notice, xii. 61. 

No retaliating on a plagiary who is a bad author, xii. 6 2. 

BARBER. 
A fa tyre on a bad one, xi. 85. 

BEE. 
Inclofed in amber, iv. 32. 

BEHAVIOUR. 

A tyrant to inferiors, a flave to fuperiors, ii. 18. 
Infolence in power is fawning in difgrace, iv. 84. 
Rcfentment and contempt follow flighted civility, ix. 8. 

BILL. 

A bill of fare and converiation, x. 48. 

. BIRTH-DAY. 

The vanity of celebrating that of a dead prince, viii. 38. 
The inconvenience and trouble of keeping our own, xii. 60. 

BOY. 

/ 

/ 

Killed by an icicle, iv. i8. 
Epitaph of a dcfferving boy, vi 28. 

112 BRO. 
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BROTHERS. 

Fraternal love, i. 37, 

Two beautiful twin brothers, ix. 105. 

BUFFOON. 

Not entertained on the footing of a friend, vii. 76, 

BURGESSER. 
Why a fervant the beft burgcffer, iii. 46. 

CAP. 
A joke on a leather cap, xii. 45. 

CASE. 
A difficult one ftated to a lady, xii, 23. 

CLARET. 
Preferred to verfe, vii. 46. 

COAT. 

A bad coat paid for better than a fine one not» ii. 58. 
Elegy on the poet's coat, Ix. 50. 

COMPANION. 

On a facetious one, x. loi. 

CONDUCT. 
None can anfwer for his future conduit, xii. 93. 

C O M- 
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COMPLIMENT- 
A compliment to a wicked fellow, xi. 93. 

CONVERSATION. 

A converfation with a chaife-horfe, xii. 24. 

COOK. 

The cook beat, and why ? viii. 23. 
Cheap art of cookery, xi. 32. 

COVETOUSNESS. 

Living worfe on acceflion of fortune, i. 100. 

A ftarving mifer compared to Mithridates, v. 77. 

The end of a mifer, viii. 44. 

One pretence not to lend money, ix. 47. 

A covetous flatterer has too much, xii. lo. 

By anger one means to fave money, xii. 1 3. 

A niggardly gift a fpecies of covetoufnefs, xii. ^6. 

COUNTRY. 

The pleafure of the country in fummer, x. 51. 
The contraft of town and country life, xii. 18. 
.Country intended for a retirement from bufmefs, xii. 68. 

DEATH. 

A mad and bad way to avoid it, ii. 8o, 

DEBT. 

An extraordinary reafon to remit a fmall debt, xi. 77- 

DEEDS. 



246 INDEX. 

DEEDS. 

Not to be executed in our cups, ix. 88* 

DINNER- 

One way to get a dinner, ix. ^6. 

Dining alone, an objection to dining in a large company, xi. ^6. 

Another way to get a dinner, xii. 83. 

DOCTO R. 

The doctor's truck accepted on one, condition only, ix. 95. 
The do6lor dete6led, well off, ix. 97* 

DRUNKENNESS. 

A fot fallen into a kennel : with a pleafant incident, viii, 75. 
Another from the ftair-head :. with fober advice, xi, 83. 
Who carries off a gallon fliould not complain of the wine, xii. 28. 
Sobriety a good quality in a coachman, xii. 30. 
A fober lad fpoiled by an eftate, xii. 70. 

EATING. 

The mifery of fupping at home, ii. 1 1 . 

A gueft that carries off the vi6luals, ii. ^y. 

A fupperlefs braggadocio, v. 48. 

The town the bed market for provifions, vii. 31. 

A trencher friend, ix. 15. 

A chance meal better than a formal entertainment, xii. 48^ 

EASE. 
Love of eafe and retirement increafes with years,, vi. 43. 

ENVY. 
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ENVY- 

On an envious fellow, iv. 77, 
Another on the fame fubjeiSt, ix. 98. 

EPITAPH. 

That will ferve for feven hufbands, ix. 16. 
On a noble widow and matron, x. 6^* 

ESTATE. 

Dipped in popularity, ii. 74. 

A great one unaccountably run out, iv. 66. 

An eafy fortune the caufe of uneafinefs, x. 13. 

FAVOUR- 

Lefs fhame in being denied a greater than a fmall one, xi. 69. 

FEVER. 
Why fonder of a rich man than a cobler, xii. 1 7. 

FINE MAN. 
A fine man defcribed, iii. 63. 

FORTITUDE. 

To bear the ills of life true fortitude, xi. sy^ 

FRIENDSHIP. 

A great chara6ler of a friend, i. 40. 

A new may become an old friend, i. 55. 

A friend in want not to be fhuffled off with advice, ii. 30. 

To 
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To be ferved in a juft caufe without fear of difobliging others, ii. 32. 

Empty profeflions of friendihip but an old fong, ii. 43. 

Denying money before afked, ii. 44. 

A friend to be treated with civility and equality, iii. 60. 

Friendfliip not to be paid with words only, vi. 11. 

A dead friend furvives in his dearer part, vi. 18. 

To refufe a friend is better than fhuffling, vi. 20. 

A friend fhould quickly comply or deny, vii. 43. 

The petition of a friend to remove from the garret to the green- 

houfe, viii. 14. 
A compliment on a friend's birth-day, ix. 5^. 
A friend's humour yielded to, ix 54. 
A true friend prevents his friend's requeft, x. 1 1. 
Only unmannerly freedom a bad proof of friendihip, x. 14. 
The pifture of a worthy friend a valuable chattel, x. 32. 
A true friend will go round the world to keep his word, x. 44. 
Friends not to be fatigued with ufelefs fervices, x. 82. 
Old friends better than new, xi. 45. 
A falfe fawning friend to be difcouraged, xi. 56. 
What return he deferves who will lend to a friend's eftatc but not 

to him, xii.'25. 
Great intimacy the caufe of more joy and more forrow, xii. 34. 
A fineffe to appear unreferved to a friend, xii. ^5. 
A folemn vow for a friend's recovery, xii. 91. 

GENEROSITY. 

What is given away is the only true riches, v. 43. 
Proclaiming obligations deftroys them, v. ^^. 
Forgiving not equal generofity to giving, viii, 37. 
Wealth defircd from generous motives, ix. 23. 

GOSSIP. 

An old goflip a foolilli charadler, iv. 79. 

GOUT. 
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GOUT. 

One way to bring on a fit, vii, 39. 

GRAPES- 
Ripened in winter, viii. 68. 

HEIR. 

Difmherited by an eftate, iii. 10. 

H I S T O R Y, Paflages from. 

The death of Arria and Paetus, i. 14. 

On Porfena and Scsevola, i. 22. 

On the death of Porcia,* the wife of Brutus, u 43. 

On the death of Pompey and Cicero, iii, 66. 

Vefuvius deftroyed, iv. 44. 

On the remains of Pompey and his fons, v. ys* 

Otho's death preferred to Cato's, vi. 32. 

HONESTY. 

An honeft man ofteneft bit, xii. 51. 

HUSBAND and WIFE. 

A wife never the fafer for guarding, i. 74* 

Condolence on the lofs of a rich wife, ii. 65. 

On one fufpedted to poifon his wives, iv* 69. 

A generous wife, iv. 75. 

Gallant introduced by a wife for a lawyer, v* 62. 

An abandoned wife, vi; 39* 

When bufband and wife are on a par, viii* 1 2. 

A good match a bad one, viii. 35. 

K k A widow 
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A widow and widower well matched, viii. 43. 

A pious afFcftionate wife, ix. 31. 

The widow hath met with her m^tch^ ix. 79» 

A charming wife, x. 38. * 

A remark on a grave with fevcn in it, %• 43. 

A juft compliment to a well-bred country-wife, xii. 21. 

Ditto for keeping things in good order, xii. 31. € 

Contrivance to intrigue before the hufband's face, xii. 94. 

A wife turned to advantage, xii. 102* 

JACK OF ALL TRADES. 
Wonderfully poor, xi. 67. 

ICE-HOUSE. 
A proper place for one, ii. 78. 

IMPEHTINENCIU 
Better to mind one^s own affairs than other mens, vii« io«. 

IMPUDENCE. 
A queftion put to an impudent fellow, xii. loo. 

LADY. 

Her foils, viii. 79, 
Her oath, viii. 81. 

LAWYER. 

A lawyer kept to the point, vi. 19. 

A caufe loft better than a long fuit, vii. 65. 

The worfe the caufe, the better fhonid be the fee, viii. 1 7. 

A thriving lawyer makes but a lofmg farmer, xii. yz. 

t LEARN- 
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LEARNING. 
Not the readiefl way to wealth, ix. 74. 

LEGACY- 

A legacy and no legacy, ix, i^. 
A memento to one promifing a legacy, ix. 49. 
On a ftingy fellow promifing a legacy, xi. 68- 
Expedtation of a legacy is rent for a houfe, xi. 84- 

LIFE. 

To be meafured by good and generous a6tions, iv. 73. 

Life nothing without health, vi. 70. 

The pleafure and advantage of a well-fpent life, x. 23. 

LODGINGS. 

Bad lodgings well fituated, xi. 35. 

LORD MAYOR. 

A comment on verfes oa my lord mayor's coach, ix. 20- 

MARRIAGE- 

Difeafe courted for money, i. 1 1 # 

A daughter difpofed of, vi 3. . 

The prudent refolution, ix. 6* 

More charming if older, x.-8. 

Extraordinary reafons for not marrying, xii. 20. 

MASTER. 

Humane exhortation to the matter of a grammar fchool, x. 62. 
Petition to the matter of a boarding fchool for girls, xii. 49. 

K k 2 . MIS- 
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MISTRESS. 
The choice of a miftrefs, i. 58. 

MOURNING. 

The mod fecretthe moft fincere, i. 34. 

MUG. 

The convenience of a cheap one, xii. 74, 
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TO A 

YOUNG LADY, 

who ordered me to write some verses. 

Madam, 

X OU think, as your command difcoversv 
I can make Verfes as you Lovers 
Can write a Sonnet, or a Catch, 
As foon as you can ftick a patch. 
Upon my word, I am no Poet; 
Too foon the following .lines will fliew it. 
Poets are with invention fraught. 
Their phrafe is clear, and juft their thought. 
Have wit at will, uncommon fenfei 
Things to which I have no pretence. 
I might, as well as thus afpire. 
Expert to grow twelve inches higher ; 
And without parts it is in rain 
To cite Apollo and his train. 
To coax the Mufes, call them coufens^ 
And run them over by half dozens, 

L 1 a Perufe 
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Perufe our modem Songs, you'll find 

Thofe Ladies moftly prove unkind, 

That few of them, though call'd by name. 

And often call'd, that ever came. 

To aid the Bard when moft diftreft. 

But leave him ftill to do his beft. 

I'll then nor Gods invoke, nor Mufes» 

As common fry of Poets ufe is ; 

But, fince you l?id me> will int fpight 

Of Nature and the Mufes write ; 

And wait upon you at this time> 

If not in Verfe, at leaft in Rhyme, 

For Rhyme and Verfe are diftant far 

As Weftminfter from Temple Bar, 

As difF'rent in their drefs and mien 

As fifty is from feventeen : 

Verfe requires fenfe as well as rhyme. 

Which rarely happens at one time. 

For rhyme the fenfe turns tppfy-turvy. 

Or rhyme is good, and fenfe is fcurvy. 

Suppofe now, for example feke, 

(Pardon the freedom \^hich I take) 

I'd rhyme to ev'iy Lady's name. 

You'd fometimes cry out, fie ! for fhame t 
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Many the words that chink with Grace, 
But moft the fubje(ft would debafe ; 
Folly, I'm fure, and melancholy, 
Are moft improper rhymes for Molly : 
Nor is it juft to make Mifs Nanny 
Always in company with Fanny, 
Playing at whift, and calling. Can ye? 
Tell me, who beft can tell, I beg ye, 
What jingles pleafantly to Peggy? 
The Virtues all, as well as Truth, 
Belong, but rhyme not, to Mifs Ruth ; 
And better qualities than chatty 
Are thine, could Poets ipeak them, Gatty. 
I've thought an hour, but cannot tell 
What word deferves to ftand with Bell. 
Lady, you fee what pains I'm under» 
Ready to crack my brains afunder ; 
And mark to what extravagancies 
Rhyme leads, if we indulge our fancies. 
This made the Bard in Purgatory 
(You in Quevedo read the ftory) 
Cry out, this trade of verfifying 
Has brought us all to Hell for lying. 
6 
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Is it not hard we ihould be damnM, ho 1 
For playing at a game of crambo ? 
That Poet well deferves to bum, 
That talks at all to ferve his turn. 
That calls a virtuous lady whore. 
Only to rhime to what's before ; 
Or, if one line concludes with Prig» 
Steals from a Lawyer his great Wig, 
Or makes a Bifhop dance a Jig. 
I am fure you hate fuch flights as thefe. 
Nought that's unnatural can pleafe. 

But now fuppofe (N:is beft for me) 
That Rhyme and Senfe for once agree, 
That both with eafe glide finpothly oji. 
And winds fet fair for Heliccwi ; 
What theme, what fubjedl, ihould I choofe, 
To pleafe you, and employ my Mufe ? 
Inform me. Madam, if your will is. 
That He6lor fall by fierce AchiUes ; • 
And that I tell in lofty ftrains 
How this man beat out t'other'a brains. 



You 
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You are too good to wiih for fatire, 
And I have not enough ill-nature ; 
Can't a good lady's face expofe^ 
Becaufe fhe has an ugly noie ; 
Nor, if one has a filly wife, 
Add to the torment of his life : 
Fd rather pafs for dull by half. 
Than at that price to make you laugh. 
If you delight in fofter ftrains, 
Fll fing of perjur'd Nymphs and Swains ;: 
Shew you Leander on the billchvs, 
And Lovers pendent upon willows ; 
Set Strephon whimp'ring by a ftream, 
Whilft jilting Sylvia is his theme, 
Making.to woods and brutes his moaUy. 
That Ihe is gone, and he alone r: 
Gr elfe convey you to a Caftle, 
Where fome poor DamfeFs moments pals ill. 
Surrounded by a thoufand fears,. 
And fifty Giant Ravifhers,. 
Till time fhall bring her courteous Knight», 
Mounted on his palfrey white, 
Who clears the coafl by land and fea, , 

And fets the fair Elmira firee ! 

Elraira ! : 
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Elmira ! the enchanting name 
That kindles in his breaft a fiame, 
And makes him beg, for all his pains, 
But to be honoured with her chains ; 
She would be grateful too, and fmile ; 
But here's the plague on*t all the while. 
Her vows are given to one Belindes, 
Who's gone a voyage to the Indies. 

If you are pleas'd with raree-lhows, 
I'll the furprizing brood expofe 
Of monfters on PamafTus bred, 
And by imagination fed. 
Firft, Madam, hoping to content you, 
With a Chimera I prefent you, 
A goat-like cve^bive, fans pareilky 
With lion's head, and dragon's tail : 
They muft be finely brought to bed. 
That have fuch monflers in their head. 
Next, Madam, here's my Gorgon dire, 
A Lady's head you mufl admire, 
Whofe ev'ry briflling hair's a fnake. 
Hilling as when a Play don't take; 
Look not too long, you'll turn to flone, 
But that mufl be a precious one. 
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Tell me what Giant you defire ; 

Behold there's one that's belching fire ; 

Another with an hundred hands, 

Firm as Paul's Cupola he ftands. 

And tofles, if his ftrength he'd try, 

A hill like Caburn o'er the fky : 

See Argus with as many eyes 

As glitt'ring ftars in frofty Ikies, 

Each, to keep centry, turns taking; 

All never fleeping, never waking. 

A Centaur next, half man half horfe, 

Who with his Rider can converfe, 

And, what you'll think as flrange to th' full, 

A Minotaur, half man half bull, 

Born of Pafiphae, Queen of Crete, 

Who was extremely indifcreet ; 

For, though the thing has long been over, 

'Twould frighten you to. name her Lover. 

Beware there of that wanton Satyr, 

And view the Mermaid in the water, 

Juft rifen from her briny bed. 

And combing of her ouzy head. 

Hear you thofe harfli and yelling founds ? 

It can be nothing but the hounds ; 

Mm Sylla 



a66 A P P E N D I Xl 

Sylla comes forth, who, let me tell ye^ 
Has got a pack within her belly. 
My Hydra's a furprizing creature. 
With fifty heads of wondrous nature t 
For, if you cut off ev'ry head. 
You'll have twice fifty in their ftead ; 
So ihoot a fea-gull, and there '11 come 
Ten fea-gulls to fupply its room ; 
Or give one be^ar at your door. 
And, when he's gone, you'll have a fcore^ 
Next I produce the Harpy race. 
Birds with a virgin's wrinkled face ; 
Nothing in nature can look thinner. 
Though they fteal ev'ry day a dinner,. 
And, what's abominably rude. 
Do what is namelefs o'er their food. 
Griffins ar^ feen on ev'ry fign, 
Therefore I need not ihew you mine f. 
And none, who are in England bom. 
Are ftrangers to the Unicom. 
My Phoenix is more rare and nice, 
Hatch'd by the Sun in beds of fpice ; 
Look roimd the world, you will not find 
Another of the felf-fame kind ; 
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The counterfeits are common grown. 
Each Poet makes his Miflrefs one. 
Thefe are the principal affairs ; 
But, if you pleafe ;to ftep down flairs, 
I greater rarities can Ihew, 
Kept in my vault, call'd Hell, below. 
But you, who are frighted at a cow. 
Would be too much alarm'd, I know. 
To creep along my entry dark. 
And hear my three-mouth'd Maftiff bark ; 
Then, in the folemn dead of night, , 
In company with many a fpright, 
To crofs a nafly (linking pond. 
With an old fellow call'd Charon ; 
This would not pleafe you very well, 
You're fitter much for H^av'n than Hell. 
To Heav'n then I'll convey you flrait, 
For Pegafus is at the gate. 
Mount, and together let us hie. 
And make one vifit to the fky. 
Flying, I know, you do delight in ; 
The weather and the roads inviting. 
Callles in air you fhall pafs by. 
And view a fkimiifh in the iky. 

M m a You 
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You will be back, fee ev'ry things 
Before the bell for fupper ring. 
Madam, fit fall, and nothing doubt ye^ 
Only keep clofe yoi» cloaths about yej 
Should you be blown away from far,. 
They'd take you for a falling Star ;• 
I ne'er fhould be forgiven, or dare 
Again on yonder Earth appear. 

But we 're arriv'd I look round, 'tis fine i 
The gods to-day i» public dine.^ 
Since we fo luckily came hither, 
I'll tell you who and who's together^ 
Firft, Madam, there's immortal Jove„ 
Who makes that rattling ncife above. 
Which drives you from your meals up flairs^ 
Or makes you quit quadrille for prayers,. 
Or fly from hall to parlour, theft 
From parlour back to hall againv 
Next him fits Juno in the i^leen,^ 
His Wife, his Siflier, and his Queen^; 
'Tis faid, they live not mighty welT, 
But fometimes turn their Heav'n to Hell.. 
She oft has caught him mafquerading, 
And with our mortal beauties trading,. 
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With odd difgulfing habits on, 
Now like a Bull, now like a Swan ;: . 
So Beaus, renouncing .hunian. ihapes^ 
To win the Fair, transform to Apes. 
But Jove ne'er luckier was, we're told. 
Than when he drefs'd huiifel£ ia Gold.. 
See you that young and pretty fellow, 
Whofe mantle is of flaming yellow ; . 
Apollo, Captain of our Band ; 
Who has a good eftate in land,:.. 
Prince of Pamaflus, all his own,^, 
Of Pindiis Duke, and Helicon, 
Earl, Vifcount, Baron, of the fame j : 
But Phoebus is hi& trav'liiig name. . 
Sometimes he's call'd the God of Day,. 
Has been all round the world, they^y ;. 
Seen ev'ry earthly thing, and come 
Extremely well-accomplifh'd home; .. 
Tells Fortunes, is a Poetafter, . 
Quack-Docftor, and a Singing-Mafter ;. . 
Better than any God can ihoot. 
And plays like Webber on the lute, . 
She with the ihining Crefcent. there. 
Next to him,, is liis Sifler deac ^ 

The 
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TThe Goddefs of the hunting train, 

And miftrefs of the iilver main, 

At whofe command the flowing tide 

Doth rife, and ebbing doth fubfide; 

Diana, who frequents -the grove, 

Stranger to man, and foe to love, 

Tame ne'er fpoke more of "her than this. 

That once fhe did Endymjon kifs ; 

She found him fleeping in the- groves. 

And flole from him a pair jof gloves. ' 

A6kseon once, or Ovid lies. 

This Goddefs bathing did furprize; 

Behind a bufh fhe found him o-eepii^. 

And made him pay full dear for peeping. 

Her looks are altered ev'ry day; 

She pft grows fat, and falls away. 

A thoufand times her face I've known 

As broad as that of Lady Moon; 

And, in a fortnight after, feen her 

Than five pence^ or Dame Roberts, thinner, 

Now, Madam, ftep a little hither : 

See you that God in feat and feather. 

Holding a cane in his right hand, 

Or, if you'll call it fo, a wand ? 



Tis 



APPENDIX; a7r 

Tis Mercury, Jove's baftard fon, 

A bufy and a cunning one ; 

A lacquey that he fends on errands, 

A conftable to ferve His warrants, 

A guide on earth, to Hell the poll. 

The introducer of each ghoft^ ; 

A leaping, fkipping, flatt'ring, blade,. 

Who never fails a Mafquerade ; 

I've feen him at' the Playhoufe darice^. 

As if he had been bred. m France ; 

Befides he is (unlefs all men lye), 

As great an orator as, Henley ; 

He underilands all forts of trade,. 

And never yet bad bargain made : 

No Cit, from Aldgate to Fleet Ditch, 

By fcraping ever grew fo rich : . 

But, what furpaffes all belief. 

Mis Godihip is an. errant thief. 

Lays hands on allthsit he can find : 

I am glad you have left your watch behind^ 

The Goddef&with that modeft air,. 

Dreft with a helmet and a fpear^ 

Defcends of an uncommon: ftrain,. 

Bom, as you fee her, froiji Jove's brain^ 

7 Of 
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Of all the La<lies in the fkies, 
Few are fo fair, and none fo wife j 
Her condiKft blamelefe' and difcreet; 
None work fo much, and none fo neat. 
'Twas Ihe tiie fafhion ^rft brought in. 
To thread the needle, and to fpin ; 
'Taught crofs-ftitch, tent-ftitch, ev'ry ftitch 
You work, I know not which is which^ 
So. dextrous and ingenious is, 
ITiat nothing <to her comes ami&. 
She did a hobby-horfe devife. 
And made it of fuch monftrous fize, 
To fee it all the town did go. 
As it were to a Lord Mayor's Show:; 
Her mo^efty her charms did hide, 
Gr fhe had fhar'd the prize on Ide. 
One fo accomplifh'd and fo fair 
Was foon each God's peculiar care. 
Neptune the Fifhmonger did court her. 
And fo did Mercury, Jove's Porter; 
Bacchus the Vintner did defire her, 
And Doctor Phoebus mudh admire her:: 
But ihe, like Queen Elizabeth, 
Hefolv'd to be a tnaid till death. 
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Next her fits Venus, Queen of Joy, 
Not half fo pradent or fo coy ; 
Skiird in attra<ftive artful wiles. 
Fond glances, love-begetting fmiles, 
Whofe looks, whofe geftures, all inlpire 
Warm extafy, and foft defire. 
Around her watch her handmaid Graces, 
Thofe wenches with the pretty feces ; 
You muft remember them, I guefs. 
They are all painted in your glafs. 
Oh 1 that a beauty, heav'nly bright, 
Of men and gods fupreme delight, 
Herfelf fo meanly fliould debafe, 
And manifeft fo low a tafte ! 
What flar prevailed on her, what fate, 
To take a Blackfinith for her mate 1 
Vulcan, a Jooby ev'ry inch. 
You fee him there, he looks like Finch. 
Nor did fhe greater wit difcover 
In choofing her Gallant than Lover. 
The Captain with her did prevail. 
That frowning fits in coat of mail, - 
An empty bully, noify fellow. 
That loud as fifty bulls doth bellow; 

N n Vulcan, 
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Vulcan, as fomewhere I hate read, 

Thus took him with her olice iii bed ; 

A very curious net did make, 

Which they could neither fee, tior break ; 

As cobwebs hamper heedlefs flies, 

He threw it on them by furpfize, 

In an odd pofture both enclos'd. 

And naked to the gods expos'd. 

The thing in Heav'n made mighty fport. 

And was much talk'd of at the Court. 

Near Venus fee her wdntotl Soil, 

What mifchiefs has thgt urthin done ! 

To wound his Mother linc6 he dare. 

Is there a mortal he will fpare ? 

Madam, 'twas he, and only he, 

That made a fool of Antony ; 

*Twas he that did an arrow fling 

At Hercules and Pickering \ 

Kill'd Cloe on th' Inftalment-day, 

And fliot Amintor at the Play : 

When his fliafi: ftrikes the patient*s heart, 

Its thrilling poifons foon impart 

Such ftrange diforder to the head. 

He cannot fleep, or keep his bed*, 
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With arms acrofs, the grave he Jiaumts, • , 

And makes the trees his confidants; 

Or tells his flory to the Moon, 

Who will regard him full as foon ; 

Talks to himfelf, forgets to eat, 

And cuts his fingers for his meat ; 

Complains of Fai;e, the Stars he blames, 

Forgets his own and others names j 

Joan he calls Amoret, ^nd Joh^ 

Leander, Humphry Corydoii ; 

And, when his frenzy's at its noon, 

Miftakes a napkin for a Ipoon. 

But foft! Jove fpies you through the hoft, 

And now does in a bymper (toafi: ; 

Begs you'd a cup of Ne6lar take, 

And taile of the ambrofial cake : 

But, Juno fhe is jealous grown. 

And Venus too b^ns to fi:own. 

Madam, 'tis time that we were going. 
Our flaying here may prove our ruin. 
I promis'd to condu^l you home 
In half the time we here did come ; 

Nn a The 
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The fky is clear, -the wind is ftill. 
The road is ev'ry ftep down hill ; 
Above the Holt you may alight, 
And walk it down before 'tis night. 

« 
Now, fellow-traveller of mine. 
You 're welcome back again to Glyne ; 
I fee you are extremely tir'd, 
Nor is that much to be admir'd ; 
But, by your air, you feem to fay, 
'Tis very well, good neighbour Hay ; 
Believe me, *tis exceeding well 
To hurry one to Heav'n and Hell. 
When I commanded you to write, 
I little dreamt of fucb- a flight ; 
Are there not things enough on earth 
That to a Poem might give birth ? 
Madam, with ihame, confefs I muft. 
That your reproaches are too juft ; 
Your looks propofe a fubje(ft bright, 
Lend me your wit to do them right. 
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On the aifl OP October. 

&URE on that hour that gave Lucinda birth, 
Unufual harmony J)revail'd on earth, 
Winds gentler blew, the feafon grew more mild. 
Leaves ceas'd to fall, and lowVing Chloris fmil'd j 
The feather'd tribe refum'd their vernal airs. 
As prelude to a fong more fweet than theirs. 
Now, in their {lead, Lucinda's tuneful voice 
Recals the Spring, and bids the heart rejoice ; 
Where is the wretch fo taftelefs to be found. 
That hears her fing, and does not blefs the found; 
More i^v^eet, more pleafing, more tranfjx)rting far, 
Than new-bought titles to his Ix)rdfhip's ear. 
To Ihepherds the firft note of Philomel, 
Or to th' impatient fon his father's knell 1 
Loft in attention to th' enchanting ftrain. 
None know a pleafure elfe, or feel a pain ; 
Lovers then ceafe awhile to hope or fear : 
Cloe forgets the brilliant on her ear. 
The Prieft His bottle, or the world to come, 
And Florio that he has a wife at home. 

Why 
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Why feek we voices from th' Italian coaft. 
When Britain may her own Lucinda boaft ? 
Hence, foreign flaves I I hate the warbling note 
Forc'd from a ftnmxpet's or an eunuch's throat. 
Exalted harmony from Virtue iprings, 
And then 'tis Heav'n when 'tis an Angel fings. 
The lift'jiing Seraphs, leaning from their fphere, 
May one fo like themfelves with .pleafiire hear ; 
When to their choirs Lucinda ihall afcend, 
To join their mufic, hers flie need not mend,; 
Her voice well fuited to her foul and frame. 
Sweet as her looks and clear as is her fame. 
But ceafe, jay Mufe, too forward to commend ! 
Juftly to prailie, were greatly to offend. 
But think, yet think, or you Loicinda wrong. 
Her leaft perfe<Stion is her heav'nly fong. 
Still may this day -Lucinda haj^ier find. 
Long may fhe live, to charm all human kind ; 
Then from the mourning world in eafe retire. 
And, finging, like the filver fw^ expire. 
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On the 4th OF January, 



"Welcome, propitious happy Ught, 
Enrich*d with Clara's birth; 

Shine forth, like her, ferenely bright. 
Each heart inlpire with -mirth. 

What afk we of the year befide ; 

Whofe entrance gives us more 
Than Spring in all her flow'ry pride. 

Or Autumn's fruitful ftore ? 

She gives in Clara ev'ry ^ce 

That envyii^ Cloe wants ; 
A fweeter humour, fairer face. 

Than lover's faiKjy paints. 

V 

Is there a nymph who now is fad. 
May grief her features fpoil ; 

Ne'er let the fwain that is not glad 
Be blefs'd with Clara's fmile. 



THE 



aSo APPENDIX. 



THE CHACE. 



JlIARK I how the opening hound, and chearful horn, 

Proclaim the chace approaching with the niom. 

All but poor Streplion hear the found with joy, 

Wak'd from a dream, when Phillis feem'd lefs coy. 

Strait at the call aflemble on the down, 

Statefmen and Squires, the Courtier and the Clown ; , 

Horfes and drefles of all hues appear. 

Here a ftrait frock, and a loofe jofeph there; 

Here a light courfer that outftrips the wind. 

And there a jade that takes up tythes in kind. 

The faithlefs ihepherd ihews the harmlefs prey, 

Whom his own footfleps would too foon betray. 

And teach th' unerring pack the fatal way. 

In the full cry th' attending crowd rejoice. 

And think the notes more fweet than Strado's voice. 

Alike the rider, and the gen'rous fleed, 

Fir'd with the fport, advance with rapid fpeed, 

Pour down the hill's fleep fide with eager hafte. 

Enter the vale, no fooner reach'd than paft. 

No toils can tire, no dangers can affright, 

Labour is honour, danger is delight. 

But, 



